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DRAWINGS AND TINTINGS. 



NATURE. 
Nature— faint emiilem of Omnipotence — 
Shap'd by His hand— the shadow of His light. 
The veil in which He wnps His majesty, 
And through whose mantling folds He deigns 

to show. 
Of His mysterious, awful attributes 
And dazzling splendors, aU man's feeble 

thought 
Can grasp uncrush'd, or vision bear jm- . 

quench'd — :*»:'• '• 

She is the shrine of these, my ofieriilt^ 'songs.*** 

God glanc'd on chaos — into form it spraififf^ 
Worlds cluster 'd round Him— instant at?H&* 

will, ; ;;. 

Blazing, they darted to their destin'd spheiiij; 
Spangling tlie void, and in their orbits wh^ei'd, ' 
£ach with a different glory. Kindled suns 
Shot their fierce beams, and gentle moons 

were rob'd 
In soA pure silvery lustre. Chaos liT'd. 

At the bright shapes were speeding to their 

goals 
The Angels gaz'd with wonder. Orb on orb 
Swept past their vision, shedding fitful 

gleams 
Upon their jewflPd brows and glittering 

wings, 
And trailing, as they whirl'd along their 

flight,* 
Pathways of splendor, till the boundless space 
Flashed in a web of gorgeous brilliancy. 
But when Omnipotence had form'd His robe, 
And cast its spangled blazonry round 

Heav'n, 
The countless m3rriads of those shining ones, 
Their wonder chang'd to awe, bow'd crf»wn 

and harp 
Beneath the dazzling brightness. Then, as 

stole 
The first low music of the singing stars 
Melting along the stillness, rank on rank. 
The proud Archangel in his majesty. 
And the pure Seraph in her loveliness. 
Leaping erect, pour'd from the quiyeiing 

string 
Their anthem to the Holiest, till Heaven's air, 
Stirr*d by the diapason of tha hymn, I 

Rolled on an ocean of deep billowy founds. II 



At the creative summons, Eurlh had whecrd 

In her etemnl course—- Oh ! not as now. 

Marr'd by the bitter curse that flowM fjoiii 
sin, 

Scath*d by God's justice, darken'd with His 
wrath 

And made more black by man — ^but pure 
and sweet 

In all the beauty of her blossoming youth, 

In all the fra^nce of her new-bom spring. 

Paia(li^^]1«»ng.-at its Maker's touch 
•/BloernrrSd,irfy< loveliness; the glossy leaves 
, JiqpT'd {he'rich |jass with emerald; gorge- 

/: o^s'ftbwers 

S't^UQ^ incense to the air, and warbling birds 

And ru^nlin!*: waters made each wind that 

l)f5)«tfcM 

* AMvand'ering tongue of soAest melody. 

Alas! that Sin shouM blight that Paiadise! 
Wo for the brightness vanish 'd from the 

Earth! 
Wo for lost Eden ! As the fieiy sword 
Gleam 'd before eyes that never more might 

view 
The glories past away with innocence, 
Heav'n's raaiant brows grew pale at all the 

The first transgression then tntail'd on man. 

Steep'd in her wickedness. Earth revel I'd on. 
At Itn^h God's anger bunt. The mighty 

nms 
Dashed, torrent-like, from black and scowl- 
ing skies 
That veiPd the world with daricness: vallies 

swell'd 
To leaping rivers— plains to dashing laket^ 
And i;;orges to mad plunging cataracts; 
The peopled city and the lonely cot 
Sank in the rising waters; mountain-peaks, 
Dotting the billowy desert, were o'erwhelm'd^ 
Until a boundless ocean wildly toss'd 
Its giant surges, and with ceaseless roar 
Thtmder'd its requiem o'er a worid destroy 'd. 

Borne by the dove o'er this mysterious soa. 
To anxious eyes within the floating Ark, 
The gladdening olive-branch gave pledge of 
bopa 



Jfatnre, 



And sure delWeidace. 

When that bright bird, 
Darting thro' breaking; gloom, o'er less'ning 

flood, 
Vanish'd foreyer, fainter fell the roar, 
Till the dread requiem ceas'd; the watery 

veil 
Slitank from £arth'4 features; and^ her bap* 

tism o'er, 
In the pure sunshine she looked up and 

smil'd; 
While o'er her freshen 'd beauty, delicate 

hues 
Glow'd in arcb'd brlg^htness on the fleeting 

clouds — 
God's type of mercy and averted wralh. 

Time has rolled on his rapid flood since 

then — 
Each wave a century — toward that banier 
O'er which it leaps, a mighty cataract, 
Into the ocean of eternity. 
Myriads of human motes have sported o'er 
Its boilinff surges, and been swept away ; 
Form'd of its mists, upon its^l'ppery }^p^s \ 
Empires have risen and vapisilii BatHe- 

fields . .. .'^. • 

Have mingled with its flow their crift^n • «** 



stams, 



••* • ••• *«i 



And epochs ruffled it in spots to (o^J. • 
Nature has kept her order, high ati^«^: •**• 
The wUd mutations of this rolUng tid£^ •* * *• * 
Twin-bom with Time, and twin-existent, 

nought 
Shall swerve her from her proud, sublime 

career. 
Until the day of the dread holocaust. 
When the red skv shall shrivel like a scroll 
Before the splendors of that *' great while 

throne" 
Blazing mid crushing spheres and shudder- 
ing worlds. 

Nature is Man's best teacher. She unfolds 
Her treasures to his search, unseals his eye. 
Illumes his mind and purifies his heart. 
An influence breathes from all the sights 

and sounds 
Of her existence; she is Wisdom's self. 
Rest yields she to the "weary" of the earth — 
Its " heavy-laden" she endows with strength. 
When sorrow presses on us, when the stings 
Of bitter disappointment wound our soul, 
When our eye sickens at the si^ht of man, 
Our ear turns loathing from his parring voice. 
The shadowy forest and the quiet field 
Are then our comforters. A medicine 
Breathes in the wind that fans our fever'd 

brow. 
The blessed sunshine yields a sweet delight. 
The bird's low warble thrills within our 

breast. 
The flower is eloquent with peace and joy. 
And better thoughts come o'er us. Lighter 

lisarts 



And purer feelines cheer our homeward way. 
We prize more deep the blessings that are 

ours, 
Ami rest a higher, holier trust in G<xl. 

And when the splendid summer moonlig-bt 

bathes. 
Blinding the stars. Night's purple sky, in 

rich, 
Trnnsparent splendor, bright'ning all below. 
As though earth's guardian angel watching 

o'er 
Had dropp'd his silver mantle from his form 
Upon her to protect her helpless sleep. 
Nature speaks soothing music stealing 

through 
Each avenue to the heart, till all is peace; 
The stone is roll'd from Pleasure's sepulchre. 
And forth she treads again to life and light — 
Our thoughts are lifted, passions swept away. 
And in our soul a holiness is shed, 
A mental moonlight — solemn, pure and 

sweet; 
Tlie feverish throbbings leave our brow« and 

: rm^ 

*£rlidl!^<p'er our senses like a pleasant shade. 

•.A|^:Nalure teaches us Philosophy; 
;Iil*t1te quick darkening of her brilliant morn 
ISv^risin^ storm-clouds; in the canker-spot 
•tpit Iprks within her blushing fragrant rose, 
'Jjt fta^ad blighting of her summer leaves 
When Autumn wields his tempests; solemnly 
She warns how full of direst change is life. 
How perishing our sweetest brightest joys, 
How oA death lays our dearest (eelings waste 
And makes existence cold and desolate. 
Bui oh! she teaches also blessed Hope; 
Hope, the sustainer! Hope, which keeps 

the heart 
From breaking in its sorrow. Glorious 

Hope! 
In the li^ht seed that cradles the green plant. 
In the bright sun succeeding the dark night — 
In blue-eyed Spring, that plants her violets 
Within departing Winter's melting snows. 

And — ^liolier theme — she teaches us of God, 
Her Architect— her Master. At His feet 
She crouches, and in offering Him her praise 
From myriad altars, and in myriad tones. 
She bids man praise Him also. In the broad 
Magnificent ocean, surging in wild foam. 
Yet bounded in its madness; in the fierce. 
Shrieking and howling tempest, crashing on 
In desolatinir wrath, yet curb'd with reins. 
She shows His awful power, yet tender care. 
In the free sunlight — in the dropping clouds — 
And changes of the seasons, sne proclaims 
His boundlesss goodness and exhaustless 
love. 

Glorious, most glorious Nature ! thui she 

yields 
Gems to the seeker. But, alas ! on earth 
We see bat dim refl^ions of her light— 
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We hear but whispers of her magic voice — 
Herdazzlinp;' cloudless splendors will be seen^ 
And her full, perfect harmony be heard. 
Only when bursting from its chains of clay. 
The soul shall reach its Immortality. 



THE GRAY FOREST EAGLE. 

With storm-darinz pinion, and sun- gazing eye. 
The Gray Forest Eagle is king of the sky ! 
Oh, little he loves the green valley of flowerSi 
Where sunshine and song cheer the bright 

sararaer hours, 
For he hears in those haunts only mnsic, and 

sees 
But rippling of waters and waving of trees ; 
There the red-robin warbles, the honey-bee 

hums, 
The timid quail whistles, the shy partridge 

drums; 
And if those proud pinions, perchance, sweep 

along, 
There's a shrouding of plumage, a hushing of 

song; 
The sunlight falls stilly on leaf and on mosS} 
And there^s nought but his shadow black glid- 
ing across ,* 
But the dark; gloomy gorge, where down plna- 

ges the foam 
Of the fierce, rock-lashed torrent, he claims as 

his home : 
There he blends his keen shriek with the roar 

of the flood, 
And the many-voiced souads of the blast*smitten 

wood ; 
From the fir's lofty summit, where mom hangs 

its wreath, 
He views the mad waters white writhing be- 
neath : 
On a limb of that moss-bearded hemlock (kr 

down. 
With bright aznre mantle, and gay mottled 

crown, 
The kingfisher watches, while o*er him his foe, 
The fierce hawk sails circling, each moment 

more low ; 
Now poised are those pinions and pointed that 

beak, 
His dread swoop is ready, when hark ! with a 

shriek 
His eyeballs red- blazing, high bristling his crest, 
His snake-like neck arched, talons drawn to his 

breast, 
With the rush of the wind-gust, the glancing of 

light, 
The Gray Forest Eagle shoots down in his flight: 
One blow of those talons, one plnnge of that neck 
The strong hawk hangs Ufelets, a blood-drip- 
ping wreck ; 
And as dives the free kingfisher, dart-like on 

high 
With his prey soars the Eagle, and melts in the 

sky. 

A fitful red glaring, a low rumbling jar, 
Proclaim the Storm- Demon yet raging afar : 
The black eloud strides upward, the lightning 

more red, 
And the roll of the tlmndermore deep and more 

dread ; 



A thick pall of darkness, is cast o*er the air, 
And on bounds the blast with a howl from its 

lair. 
The lightning darts zig-zag and forked through 

the gloom. 
And the bolt launches o'er with crash, rattle, 

and boom ; 
The Gray Forest Eagle, where, where has he 

sped? 
Does he shrink to his eyriC; and shiver with 

dread/ 
Does the glare blind his eye? Has the terrible 

blast 
On the wing of the Sky-King a fear-fetter cast? 
No no, the brave Eagle ! he thinks not of (Hght; 
The wrath of the tempest but rouses delight ; 
To the flash of the lightning his eye casts a 

gleam. 
To the shriek of the wild blast he echoes hit 

scream. 
And with front like a warrior that speeds to the 

fray, 
And a clapping of pinions, he's up and away ! 
Away, oh, away, soars the fearless and free! 
What recks he the sky's strife?~its monarch ia 

he! 
The lightning darts round him, nndannted hia 

sight; 
The blast sweeps against him, onwavered hia 

flight ; 
High upward, still upward^ he wheels, till his 

form 
Is lost in the black scowling gloom of the storm. 

The tempest sweeps o^er with its terrible tndo, 
And the splendor of sunshine is glowing again ; 
Again smiles the soft, tender bine of the aky, . 
Waked bird- voices warble, fann'd leaf-voices 

sigh; 
On the green grass dance shadows, streams 

sparkle and run, 
The breeze bears the odor its flower*ki«i haa 

won, 
And full on the form of the Demon in flight 
The rainbow's magnificence gladdens the aighl! 
The Gray Forest Eagle ! oh, where is he now. 
While the sky wears the smile of its God on te 

brow? 
There's a dark, floatiag spot by yon eloud^a 

pearly wreath, 
With the speed of the arrow 'tis shootii« be 

neath ; 
Down, nearer and nearer it draws to the gaae« 
Now over the rainbow, now blent with its blaze. 
To a shape it expands, still it plunges throngh 

air, 
•A proud crest, a fierce eye, a broad wing are 

there ; 
'Tis the Eagle—the Grey Forest Eagle— ones 

more 
He sweeps to his eyrie : his journey is o'er.! 

Time whirls round his circle his years roll 

away, 
But the Grey Forest Eagle minds little hisswav; 
The child spurns its buds for Youth's thom-hUl- 

den bloom, 
Seek'a Manhood's bnglit iteatoms, finds A#i 

and a tomb ; 
But the Eagle's eye diaanot, Ua wing is a» 

bowed, 
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Still driaks he the tunthine, still icalet he the 
cloud I 

The ^een tinj pine-thrub pointf up from the 

moss, 
The wren's foot would cover it, tripping across; 
The beech nut down dropping would crush it 

beneath, 
But 'tis warm'd with heavVs sanshine, and 

fann'd by iu breath ; 
The seasons fly past it, its head is on high, 
Its thick branches challenge each mood of the 

^ .»ky; 

On Its rough bark the moss a green mantle cre- 
ates, 

And the deer from his antlers the velvet-down 

_,. grates; 

Time withers its roots, it lifts sadly in air 

iS^Jr?"^ ^fy ""^^ wasted, a top jaggM and bare. 

rui It rocks m the soft breeze, and crashes to' 
earth, 

Its brown fragments strewing the place of iU 
birth. 

The Eagle has seen it up-struggling to sight, 

He has seen it defving the storm in its might, 

Then prostrate, soil-blended, with plants sprou^ 
ing o'er 

But the Grey Forest Eagle is still as of yore. 

His flaming eye dims not, his wing is unbowed, 

9UU drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the 
cloud ! 

He has seen from his eyrie the forest below 
la bod and in leaf, robed with crimson and 

snow. 
The thiekeu, deep wolf-lairs, the high erag his 

throne, 
And the thriek of the panther hat answered his 

own. 
He has seen the wild red man the lord of the 

shades, 
And the smoke of his wigwams eurl'd thick in 

the glades ; 
He has seen the proud forest melt breath-like 

away. 
And the breast of the earth lying bare to the 

day; 
He sees the green meadow-grass hiding the 

lair. 
And his crag-throne spread naked to sun and 

to air ; 
And his shriek is now answered, while sweei>- 

ing along, 
By the low of the herd and the husbandman's 

song ; 
He has seen the wild red man swept off by his 

foes. 
And he sees dome and roof where those smokes 

once arose ; 
Bat hit flaming eye dims not, his wing is un- 
bowed, 
Stai drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the 

cloud! 

An emblem of Freedom^ stem, haughty, and 

high, 
Is the Gray Forest Eagle that King of the 

sky! 
h •coras the bright teenes. the gay placet of 

earth- 
By the mowstat» aad torrent it springs into 

birth ; [ 



There rocked by the wild wind, faaptited in the 

foam. 
It is guarded and cherished, and there ia iU 

home ! 
When its shadow steals black o'er the empires 

of Kings, 
Deep terror, deep heart-shaking terror, it 

brings ; 
Where wicked Oppression is armed for the 

weak, 
There rustles its pinion, there echoes its shriek; 
Its eye flames with vengeance, it sweeps on iu 

way, 
And its talons are bathed in the blood of its 

prey. 

Oh, that Eagle of Freedom ! when cloud upou 

cloud 
Swathed the sky of my own native land with a 

shroud. 
When lightnings gleamed fiercely, and thunder* 

bolts rung, 
How proud to the tempest those pinions were 

flung ! 
Though the wild blast of battle sweep fierce 

through the air 
With darkness and dread, still the Eagle was 

there ; 
Unquailing, still speeding, his swift flight was 

on. 
Till the rainbow of Peace crowned the victory 

won. 

Oh, that Eagle of Freedom! age dims not his 

eye. 
He has seen Earth's mortality spring, bloom 

and die ! 
He has seen the strong nations rise, flouriih 

and fall. 
He mocks at time's changes, he triumphs o'er 

all; . 
He has seen our own land with wild foresli 

o'erspread, 
He sees it with sunshine and joy on its head ; 
And his presence will bless this his own chosen 

clime. 
Till the Archangel's fiat is set upon Time. 



ONNEKO. 
SprinjF in the wilds! its crimson gems 

The gorgeous maple wore; 
Rich satin lipp'd the beechen stems. 

The birch was tasselled o'er. 
The wind-flower, first the blue bird sees 
When first he flits tbiouffh budding trees. 

In myriads trembled round; 
Soft from the south, the airbreaths blew. 
Whilst every glowing sunbeam drew 

A yiolet trom the ground. 

The lone rich rays of sunset fell 

A thwart the forest air. 
And lit within a swampy dell, 

A form reclining there. 
The scalp-lock o'er the brow — ^the cheekf 
Fierce blazon'd with the warpahlt's streaks. 

The eye still keen and bold, 
The totem on the skin impress 'd, 
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The woU^fobe iwiii'd below the bieafi, 
The Indian warrior told. 

One hand still grasp'd the tomahawk, 

A broken gun was near, 
The last leaf ofa withered stalk, 

He came to perish here. 
The thiesher, in the topmost tree 
Whisded its varied harmony. 

The redbird, fluttering by, 
Seem'd showering fire-sparks from its wings, 
But nought to him these sounds and things^ 

He there was stretch 'd to die. 

He mark'd the sunset radiance, pour 

Upon the field of fray, 
Where strewn like autumn leares, in gore 

His faithful warriors lay; 
There, knife to bayonet, gun to eun, 
Their blood in mingled streams had run, 

And still with latest breath 
Around their tiaunUess chief had fought, 
Yielding in stem desoair to nought 

But rapid sUughtering death. 

And as he watch 'd the g^ld and red 

Along the western sky, 
The Tision'd future pictured spread 

To his prophetic eye. 
Scattered and lost his race were driven. 
Outcasts of earth and curs'd by heaven, 

With none to heed, or save, 
From scenes where once their fathers reign'd. 
To seek the refuge that remain M 

Id far Pacific's wave. 

The eve had deepen 'd into night. 

The spangling star-gems now 
Clustered around the moon, that bright 

Unveil »d her silver brow. 
His wing'd thoughts sought the spot where 

free 
And peacefully, and happily. 

He liv'd till white men came. 
And tum'd, in midnight's stormiest srloom. 
Where late were joy, and life, and bloom. 

To strife, and death, and flame. 

Oh brightly rose that fancied scene 

Before the man of woe I 
The waving forest's leafy screen — 

The vulage roofs below; 
The purple of the circling hills, 
The diamond lake, the sparkling rills 

That veined the mountain side, 
The dance, the chase, the fleet canoe, 
His simple pomp, his warriors true. 

His parents, and hi^ bride. 

But now a pall-like cloud was hung 

Around the black en'd air. 
And like a fiend the Tempest sprung 

From hb sulphureous lair; 
In the fierce blast the pine tree writh'd. 
Darted the lightning fiery scythM, 

The deafening thunder roared, 
Rooi'd from hif m, the panther's shriek 



Rungsharp, and clear, while from his peak 
The frighted eagle soared. 

Madd'ning, as wflder rag^'d the night, 

Thought burst its faint control. 
Then swept the phantoms of the fight. 

Across the Sachem's soul; 
Once more he whiri'd his hatchet high, 
Once more he whoop'd his battle-cry. 

As, stanering 'mid his foes 
Plume, kniie, and Dosom raininr Mood, 
Despising death, he stemljr stood, 

Ancf sunk beneath their blows. 

Just then, broad, bright, and blinding flash'd 

The lightning o'er the gloom. 
And down, bare, scorch'd, and splintered, 
dashed 

A cedar's kinriy plume; 
The cloud, the earai, tne trunks, the sprays. 
Within that blue and sheeted blaze, 

Leap'd startling into light. 
It pass'd — but in that fiery car. 
The Sachem's soul had swept afar 

In its retumless flight. 

The frequent gleams of sunnv g[old. 

The pleasant showers of ram, 
And warmth pervading Nature, told 

That Spring had come again; 
The leaf-buds swell 'd upon the bough, 
A soA mist cloth'd the mountain's brow. 

And sweetly from the hill 
The blue bird's merry carol blent. 
With flute like, murmuring voices, sent 

From many a snow-bom rill. 

In a wild lurking gorg^e that wound 

Amid the mountain shade. 
Lost In the mazes of their ground, 

A {^up of hunters stray 'd; 
The weighty rifle, pouch, and horn, 
Alike by youth ana ase were borne. 

For toil their limos had strung ; 
And woods, whose years were centuries. 
Had melted like the passing breeze, 

Where'er their axes rang. 

Oft did they seek that passage dark 

To pierce with practisM sight, 
Oft scan the moss upon the barE 

To guide their footsteps right; 
From the dead leaves, young grassblades 

peer'd. 
Its downy curl the fern uprear'd. 

Fresh fringe the hemlock show'd. 
The blossom'd shadbush crouching low, 
Scatler'd its frequent patch of snow 

Along their tangled road. 

From the twin'd root the partridge whirr'd. 
The strip 'd snake sought its den. 

Shrill chirp'a the squirrel, as were heard 
Strange voices in the glen; 

Filling the woods with transient roar 

The startled pigeon flock whizz'd o'er. 
The robm call'd in fright; 

And once the branches near them crashM, 
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And the fierce wild cat •creaming daahM 
Before in leaping flight. 

At length the misty atmoaphere 

Breath'd pestilent and damp. 
And laurels clustering thick and diear, 

Proclaim 'd the sunken swamp; 
Black straggling trees, with long gray mof s 
And rotting bark, like ghosts across 

The waste, their branches spread, 
A melancholy stillness reign'd 
Around, as it there nought remain 'd 

But relics of the dead. 

A thicket, denser than the rest. 

Along their wayside grew. 
They plunge within its net-like breast, 

lla! what is that thev view? 
There lay a grinning skeleton. 
Where scarce could pierce the summer sun 

Or blow the summer air; 
Some helpless dweller of the woods 
Starring, amidst these solitudes 

Had doubtless perish'd there. 

The creeping ground-pine twinM about 

Each shrunk and fleshless limb. 
And the white wind-flower looked from out 

The sockets black and grim ; 
Half hidden in the foliage round, 
With which Spring; clothes the forest ground 

In blossom, leaf, and stalk, 
Bedden'd with rust, there lay upon 
The moss, the fragment of a gun. 

And dinted tomahawk. 

One with white hair, then kneeling low 

The tomahawk swept bare. 
And read the letters " Onneko" 

In rude mark'd traces there; 
The memory of a forest King 
Was brought on Thought's recurring wing 

From twilight of tne past. 
Who scorning fierce to bend the knee 
For Tengeance and for liberty. 

Long strove but fell at last. 

The old man told his stoiy then. 

How in a distant wood 
Embosom 'd in a pleasant glen 

An Indian Tillage stood. 
There was the lake, whose blue expanse 
Pictur'd the council, and the dance— 

The pirog^'s simple sail — 
And war post, where for Onneko 
A hundred warriors struck the blow. 

And rusb'd upon the trail. 

Then, how the white men sought the lake. 

Like vultures for their prey, 
With crall and worthless toys to take 

Those hunting grounds away; 
How baflled — one wild night of dread. 
The black sky gleamM with lurid red 

From burning roofs, and loud 
tlie Sachem heaid the musket crash, 
And saw the blood-staisM bayonet flash. 

From out the sulphurous sbioiid. 



Then how thoee smoalderiiig heaps among* 

That prophesied his fate. 
The madden'd chief his deatt-song sung. 

And swore eternal hate ; 
In wolf-trod swamps, and mountains where 
The lurking panther made his lair, 

The noble savaee fought; 
There oil his war-wnoop startling rose. 
Till borne down by unnumber'dfoes. 

He died the death he sought. 

Then through the listening group, a grief 

Weighty and sad was spread. 
They with one impulse rais'd the chief 

From that damp thicket's bed. 
They delv'd a grave within the sod. 
While to the Indian's Christian's God, 

The old man pour'd his prayer. 
Beneath a hemlock's mournful shade. 
The relics of the Sachem laid. 

And left him nsting there. 



A FOREST NOOK. 

A nook within the forest ; overiiead 

The branches arch, and shape a pleasant 

bower, [bright. 

Breaking white cloud, blue sky, and sunshine 
Into pure ivory and sapphire spots, 
And flecks of gold ; a soA, cool, emerald tmt 
Colors the air, as though the delicate leaves 
£mitted self-born light. What splendid walls 
And what a gorgeous roof carved by the hand 
Of glorious nature ! Here the spruce thrusts 

in [points ; 

Its bristling plume, tipp'd with its pale green 
The scallop 'd beech leaf, and the birch's cut 
Into fine ragged edges, interlace. 
While here and there, through clefts, the 

laurel hangs 
Its gorgeous chalices half-brimm'd with dew. 
As though to hoard it for the haunting elves. 
The moonlight calls to this their festal hall. 
A thick, rich, grassy carpet clothes the earth. 
Sprinkled with autumn leaves. The fem 

displays 
Its fluted wreath beaded beneath with drops 
Of richest brown ; the wild-rose spreads its 

breast 
Of delicate pink, and the o'erhanging fir 
Has dropp'd its dark, long cone. 

The scorching glare 
Without makes this green nest a gntefiu 

haunt 
For summer's radiant things ; the hutterflr 
Fluttering within and resting on some flower 
Fans his rich velvet form; me toiling bee 
Shoots by, with sounding hum and mist-U^ 

winp: 
The robm perches on the bending spray 
With shrill, quick chifp; and like a flak# of 

flre 
The red bixd seeks the shelter of the isATSs. 



Bunker HUl. 
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And BOW and then a Hotter oTeibend 
In the thick green betrays some wandering 
^ wing 

Coming and going, yet concealed from sight. 
A shriU, loud outcry— on von highest bough 
Sits the gray squirrel, in his buriesque wrath 
Stamping and chattering fiercely: now he 

drops 
A hoarded nut, then at my smiling gaze 
Buries himself within the foliage. 
The insect tribe are here; the ant toils on 
With its ^rain burtlien; in its netted web 
Gray glistening o'er the bush, the spider lurks 
A close-crouch'd ball, out-darting as a hum 
Tells its tnipp'd prey, and looping quick its 

threads, 
Chains into jielplessness the buzzing wings. 
The wood tick taps its tiny muffled drum 
To the shrill cricLet-fife, and swelling loud. 
The grass-hopper Its swelling bu^le wmds. 
Those breaths of Nature, the li^it fluttering 

airs ^ 
Like gentle respirations, come and to, 
LiA on ils crimson stem the maple leaf. 
Displaying its white lining underneath. 
And sprinkle from the tree-tops n>lden rain 
Of sunshine on the velvet sward below. 
Such nooks as this are common in the woods : 
And all these sights and sounds the common- 
est ^ 
In Nature where she wears her summer 

prime. 
Yet by them pass not lightly: to the wise 
They tell the Deauty and the harmony 
Of e'en the lowliest things that God hath 

made. 
That His familiar earth and sky are full 
Of His ineffiible power and majesty. 
That in the humble objects, seen too oft 
To be regarded, is such wondrous grace, 
The art of man is vain to imitate. 
That the low flower our careless foot treads 

down 
Is a rich shrine of incense delicate. 
And radiant beauty, and that God hath 

forra'd 
All, from the mountain wreathing roand its 

brow 
The black cars of the thunder, to the grain 
Of silver sand the bubbling spring casts op, 
With deepest forethought and severest care. 
And thus these noteless, lovely things are 

types 
Of his peifectioQ and divinity. 



BUNKER HILL. 
The eve of a deathless dav 

Had gathered o'er the land, 
And the clear moon cast her silvery ray 

On banner, plume, and brand; 
Banks of the bold and free 

Were rallying thickly round, 
Wilii the stem watchword, *« Liberty !" 

To dram and trumpet sound. 



The hunter left his deer-trod hill. 

The hamlet's busy voice was still, 

The bark lay idly by the shore, 

The city's hum arose no more — 

And wild birds in the thicket sung 

Where late the woodman's hatchet rung. 

All came to swell the patriot ranks — 
Men who, to man, ne'er bow'd the knee: 
Like mountain-torrents, wild and free. 

Fierce bursting from their banks. 

Morn breaks. On yon embattled height. 
What form stands towering in the air — 

Holding an asgis, broad and bright. 
O'er the small band collected there? O 

And whose that banner o'e r her stre aming, ^ 

In striped^and stai^jTiTon'geamlngr^ o 

And whose tTfaT ITagle at her side; 

With arching neck and glai ce of pride ? 

American! 'tis Freedom's form! 

Does not thy life-blood kindle warm? 

And thine that standard waving high — 

And thine that eagle pluming by. 

With blast of trump, and roll of drum. 

Near, and more near, the foemen come ! 

Think, sire! thy helpless children throw 

Their arms for succor round thee now ! 

Think, son! thy age-worn parents feel 

Their fireside hopes are on thy steel ! 

And, most of all, oh, think that ye 

Defend a nation's liberty ! 

Have we not seen, along the sky, 

The tempest rear its sulphury crest. 
Till, fold on fold, in blackest die. 

It gathers round some mountain's breast ? 
As rush and blend those sable palls. 
Below a solemn stillness falls — 
Till flashing lightnings cut the air, 
And bursting^ thunders rattle there. 
What though beneath the splintering shock. 
Topples the clifi and rolls the rock— 
What though before the rushing blast. 
Tall pines, like weeds, to earth are cast. 
And the strong rains the streamlets lash. 
Till, foaming torrents, on they dash; 
Still firm the mountain rean its form 
And frowns defiance to the stonn. 
Thus came, thus rush'd Oppression's might. 
And thus the free maintain 'd the fight. 

Smoke veils the view— but flash on flash. 
And roar on roar, and crash on crash. 
And groan, and shriek, and shout and yell. 
The progress of the combat tell. 
Fitfully through the lurid haze. 
Shoots fierce and red the cannon's blase. 
And glance, like sparkles on a stream. 
Glitter of sword, and bayonet's gleam. 
It lifts — ^wild scene of rushing files. 
And dropping forms, and thickening piles. 
But, on yon earthen mounds, behold! 
That starry flag is still unroll 'd, 
Tliere, side by side, the patriots stand. 
The bulwaik of their native land. 

But what hivpa shape Js In the sky, 
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Outlines. 



Seeming, as from a burniDg lair 
Slowly emer^in^? cveiy eye 

For one bnef instant fastens there. 
Is it some form the War-Fiend takes, 
To triumph o'er the scene he makes? 
That ruddy flush — this darting streak — 
His helm and spear, might weU bespeak ; 
But deeper frowns the murky cloud, 
Brightens the radiance in its shroud, 
Till cit^-spire — embattled height 
And sail-speck'd bay are bronz'd with light. 
'Tis flame ! 'tis flame ! from roofs late bent 
O'er household groups of blest content. 
Where happy hearts were wont to beat. 
With all that madn earth truly sweet — 
Where are those groups.^ On yon wall'd 

brow. 
Stem manhood grasps it weapon now ! 
The lea*y wood — the glassy field — 
To age and childhood shelter yielJ, 
Where the content.^ from eveiy breast. 
Vengeance has chas*d the heavenly guest. 

In struggling masses — up the hill. 

On the steep glacis, scorch 'd and ploughed. 
Beneath the tottering ramparts, still 

The eager hosts oF England crowd. 
Twice had they hurl'd, with warrior might, 
On Freedom's ranks, the deadly fight. 
And twice, upon their corpse-strewn track. 
By Freedom's sons, been beaten back. 
But see ! they rally now — the air 
Gleams with the bayonets bristling there. 
They come ! they come ! Brave hearts ! who 

stay'd 
That serried torrent undismay'd. 

When fiercer in its flow. 
By all the dearest ties of earth — 
By all the holiest rights of birth, 

Sink not beneath it now. 

Once more ! once more ! je tried and true ! 
Bear up, for Freedom strives with you — 
Your banner waves befote your eye. 
Your guardian Ea^le hovers nigh. 
By every blow a right is freed. 
On every effort glory's meed ! 
Ha ! Warren faUs ! but waver not — 
Pour in your last, your deadliest shot! 

Now, like a lion, death-beset. 
And drench'd with blood, unconquer'd yet — 
With bristling mane, and rolling eye — 
Too weak to rush — too proud to fly — 
Scowling more grim, as hasten foes, 
Growinj^ more fierce, as thicken blows — 
Till, with a roar of deep despair. 
He staggers feebly to his lair. 
Grasp, grasp again, ye little band \ 
Each weapon with determined hand ; 
Though every limb is faint with toil, 
And every vein has stain'd the soil. 
With your clenched muskets, strike once 

more! 
One crushing blow! — 'tis o'er! — 'tis o'er! — 
And shouting as they slowly flee, 



They leave the humbled king his osdeM vic- 
tory. 



OUTUNES. 

An English landscape: a green winding" 

lane. 
Skirted with fragrant hawthorns, casting- 
down 
Broad stripes of shadow on the pleasant gn^^^ 
Streak 'd by the slant rays of the sinking sun; 
The mown hay's odor fills the balmy air. 
And the light clanging of the whetted 

scythe 
Rings from the meadow; o'er .yon grove of 

oaks 
Tufting the sky with dome-like foliage. 
Points the moss'd steeple of the village 

church ; 
And through the parted edges of the leaves 
Gleams the white gmve-stones : by this cot- 
tage-porch 
Stoops the rough cart, its long tongue thrust 

to earth. 
And near it crouches the tired panting ox. 
And the grim mastiff, growling in his sleep. 
Beneath the wood bin 'd lattice, flashing back 
In dazzling sparks the sunshine, the faint hum 
Of the whirl 'd spinning wheel is blending 

sweet 
With the deep low of the approaching kine, 
And the shrill creaking of the harvest-wain; 
Beyond the wave of meadow, melting dim 
In the far distance sweeps the lordly park. 
With its grajr ivied castle, haughtily 
Frowning with tower and wail and battle- 
ment. 

A scene of glorious Italy ! the sky — 

A delicate sapphire — smiles o'er silver'd 

slopes 
Bright with the olire ; purpled terraces 
Rich with the grape. Isle-dotted Como 

winds 
To the dim shroud of its horizon-mist. 
The glossy myrlles in the fannin|^ air 
Cast rapid glitterings. In the sunlight, gleam 
A prostrate column and a broken arch 
Their marble bath'd in gold : While far, 

the Alps 
Lift their proud monarch-forms, with regal 

robes 
Of forest purple — dazzling diamond crowns. 
And craggy sceptres, guarding, with item 

loou 
The radiant climes that brighten at their feet. 

Romantic Switzerland! wild mountain peaks. 
Casting gigantic shadows, their erim shapes 
Streak'd with bright silver, the high head- 
long plunge 
Of foammg torrents ; from its crag, the fir 
Leans o'er the cloven gorge wim gloomy 
frown, 



Ouilines. 
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Whtte the Ugbt poplar and (he graceful 

larch 
Cluster round chalets set, like spotted pearis 
Upon the bosoms of the billowr liills. 
Tne glacier flings its darts of daszling light 
In the broad sunshine. Towering like a 

throne 
Piled by the Titans for their king, Mont 

Blanc 
Throws down th« mighty mantle of its shade 
Upon the yassal-mountains crouching round. 

The scorching noon-tide sun of India fires 
The sandal-scented air. The tall bamboo 
Walls the bright Ganges with its jointed 

stems; 
Motionless droops the tamarind in the heat, 
While looming far, the trunk-link 'd banyan 

spreads 
Its branching columns and its leafy aisles, 
A templed forest. On his crashing path 
Throurh the down trampled canes, the ele- 
phant 
Treads to the dark cool portal, and is lost 
In the wide-spreading shallow. To the clear 
Lily- wreath 'd mirror of the sacred flood, 
Bends the strip'd tiger, and then crouching, 

hides 
Within the matted jungle : While around 
The tall pagoda and the sculptur'd mosque, 
The fig is bursting, and the cocoa hangs 
High \n the glowing air its ripening globes. 

Africa shows her picture. Limitless 
Spread the gny sands, which in their mighty 

march, 
Grain upon grain — each toilsome stride an 



Have whelm'd magnificent temple, palace 

proud 
And goreeous city, and still onward move — 
Their only witnesses, the myriftd yean 
That o'er have flown, since slow and deep 

and still. 
But awful in their stillness, Ihe^ have pass'd. 
Afar upon the blue, the pyramid 
Towering cuts sharply; near it frowns the 

Sphynx 
Wrapped in its sandy mantle, while beneath 
The grateful shadow of its guardian-palm. 
The tremulous silver of the fountain glows; 
Caravan-camels are reclining round 
Mid turban'd groups. Quick, skimming 

like a dart 
Speeds the light antelope. But what wild 

shapes 
Are bunting from the far horiaon's rim? 
High towenng as they come, the piUar'd 

sands 
With fearful roaring and with furaace-breath, 
Shrivelling and scorching, whirl along their 

course: 
Brass glares abov»— red surges toss bekyw— 
And where they pass, the fierce hyena delves 
And howls in triumph as he reiidi his pray. 



merica, with her rich green forest-robe ! 
Yon ea^le sweeping from hb sunward path. 
Stoops nis broad pinion to a towering peak; 
Far as on every side his keen eye darts, 
An emerald ocean stretches, and its depths. 
Formed by the leaves, as ocean by its drops, 
Ara lying motionless in breathless sleep; 
But the free viewless wind sweeps over 

them — 
They toss in flashing^ billows, while a sound 
Arises, swelling in full deep-toned strength. 
The playful gambols of this boundless sea, 
The murmurs of its gladness. Now a cloud. 
Massive and black, strides up; the angry 

gleam 
Of the red lightning cleaves the frowning 

fokls. 
And the far thunder muttera; then as glare 
Flashes on glare and cra^h succeeds to crash, 
An awful roar comes deepening; 'tis the 

wrath 
Of the fierce whirlwind darting on its way — 
Crushing beneath its tread, gigantic trees. 
Leaving its broad strewM path — a yawning 

chasm 
Through the deep forest-heart: Then as up- 

The scowling curtain of the storm, and leaps 
The sunshine in the coverts, from his lair 
Bounds the scared panther with his ringing 

shriek, 
And from his swampy den, the startled wolf 
Springs with his clicking teeth and savnge 

snarl — 
The forest glittere and sends forth a burst 
Of music, and upon the mossy glade 
Light treads the graceful deer — the landscape 

smiles. 

What splendid beauty, and what grandeur 

wild 
Nature displays, in this, her loveliest clime, 
This diamond of her caAet! With one 

band. 
She grasps the pine amongst its mantled 

snow 
Rocking in Winter's blasts. The other holds 
The orange blossoming mid its golden fruit 
And trembling in the odor-bearing wind 
Of changeless Summer. Here, her sloping 

brows 
Smile in the bathing sunshine — towering, 

there. 
They wear the stem black clouds like dia- 

dems; — 
Her veins — the glorious rivera rolling on. 
Now dashing wild o'er barrier-ice, and now 
Rippling beneath magnolian chalices; 
Her eyes — the sea-like lakes, whose angry 

tones 
Vie with the ocean thunder; and lier robe 
The gorgeous foliage of the the mighty 

woods. 
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Willewefnac in Summer — Callicoon in Autumn. 



THE WILLEWEMOCIN SUMMER. 

Bubbling within some basin green 

So fringed wilh fern, tlie woodcock's bill 
Scarce penetrates the leafy screen, 

Leaps Into life, the infant rill. 
Oozing along, a winding streak. 
O'er moss and grass, it whispers meek, 
Then swelling o'er some barrier root 
The tiny ripples onward shoot, 
Then the clear sparkling waters spread 
And deepen down their sloping bed. 
Until a streamlet bright and strong. 
The Willewemoc glides along, 
Through its wild forest deptl^, to bear 
Its homage to the Delaware. 

Now pebbly shallows, where the deer 

Just bathes his crossing hoof, and now 
Broad hollowed creeks that deep and clear, 

Would wholm him to his aniler'd brow. 
Here the smooth silver sleeps so still. 
The ear might catch the faintest trill ; 
The bee's low hum — the whirr of wings. 
And the sweet songs of grass-hid things . 
There dashing by in booming shock?, 

So loud their wrath the waters wreak. 
Mid floating trees and scattered rocks. 

They drown the fierce gray eagle's shriek. 
Here the slight cowslip from the moss 
In ripples breaks the amber gloss. 
There the whirl 'd spray showers upward fly 
To the slant firs crag-rooted high. 

Blue sky, pearl cloud, and golden beam. 

Beguile my steps this summer day, 
Beside the lone and lovely stream, 

And mid its sylvan scenes to stray ; 
The moss, too delicate and soft 
To bear the tripping bird aloft, 
SKopes its green velvet to the sedge, 
Tutting the mirror'd water's edge. 
When the slow eddies wrinkling creep 
Mid swaying grass in stillness deep: 
The sweet wind scarce has brea'h to turn 
The edges of the leaves, or stir 
The fragile wreath of gossamer 
Embroidered on yon clump of fern. 
The stream incessant greets my ear 

In hollow dashings — full round tones— 
Purling mid alder bnmches here, 

There gurgling^ o'er the tinkling stones; 
The rumble of the water fall. 
Majestic sounding over all. 

Before me spreads the sheltered pool, 
Pictur'd with tree-shapes black and cool; 
Here the rooPd water seems to be 
A solid mass of ebony : 
There the lit surface elances bright 
In dazzling gleams of spangled Tight ; 
Now the quick darting waterfly 
Ploughs its slight furrow, skimming by, 
Whiw circling o'er in mazy rings, 
The chirping swallow dips his wings. 
Relieved against yoa sunny glare 
The gnat swarms, dust-like, speck the air ; 



Frum yon deep cove where lily gems 
Are floating by their silken stems. 
Out glides the dipping duck to seek, 
The narrow windings of the creek. 
The glitterings of his purple back, 
Disclosing far his sinuous track ; 
Now sliding down yon grassy brink 
I see the otter plunge and sink. 
Yon bubbling streak betrays his rise. 
And through the furrowing sheet he plies. 

The aspen shakes, the hemlock hums — 

Damp with the shower the west wind comes; 

Rustling m heaps the quivering grass. 

It dark'ning dots the streamlet's glass. 

And rises with the herald breeze 

The cloud's dark umber o'er the trees ; 

A veil of cauze-like mist it flings. 

Dimples the stream with transient rings. 

And soon beneath this tent like tree 

The swift bright glancing streaks I see. 

And hear around m murmuring strain. 

The gentle music of the rain. 

Then bursts the sunshine warm and gay. 

The misty curtain melts away. 

The cloud in fragments breaks, and through 

Trembles in spots the smiling blue ; 

A fresh, damp sweetness fills the scene, 

From dripping leaf and moistened earth, 
The odor of the winter-green 

Floats on the airs that now have birth ; 
Plashes and air-bells all about. 
Proclaim the gambols of the trout. 
And calling bush and answering tree 
Echo wilh woodland melody. 
Now the piled west in pomp displays 

The radiant forms that sunset weaves. 
And slanting lines of golden haze 

Are streaming thro' the sparkling leaves. 
A clear, sweet joyous strain is heara — 
It is the minstrel mocking bird. 
The strain of every songster floats 
Within his rich and splendid notes ; 
The blue bird's warble brief and shrill. 
The wailing of the whippoorwill. 
The robin's call — the jay's harsh screech. 
His own sweet music heard through each. 
His three-toned anthem now he sings, 
Liquid and low and soft it rings. 
Then rising with a swell more clear. 
It melts upon the bending ear. 
Till with a piercing flounsh'd flight. 
He bids the darkening scene good night. 



THE CALLICOON IN AUTUMN. 

Far in the forest's heart, unknown. 

Except to sun and breeze. 
Where solitude her dreaming throne 

Has held for centuries; 
Chronicled by the rings and moss 
That tell the flight of years across 

The seamed and coiumiied trees, 
This lovely stmunlet glides alone 
Whh tribute of etemersong ! 
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The HiU Holhw. 
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Now, slealinff through its thickets deep 

In which (he wood-duck hide«. 
Now, picturing in its basin sleep 
Its green pool-liotlowed sides, 
Here, through the pebbles slow it creeps, 
Theie, *mid some wild abjss it sweeps, 

And foaming, hoarsely chides; 
Then slides so still, its gentle swell 
Scarce ripples round the lily's bell. 

Nature, in her autumnal dress 

Magnificent and gay. 
Displays her brightest loveliness. 

Though nearest her decay; 
The sky, is spread in siWeiy sheen 
With breaks of tenderest blue between. 

Through which the timid ray 
Struggles in faintest, meekest glow. 
And rests in dreamy hues below. 

The south-west airs of ladened balm 

Come breathing sweetly by. 
And wake amid the forest's calm 

One quick and shivering sigh, 
Shaking, but dimpllne not the glass 
Of this smooth streamlet, as they pass — 

They scarcely wheel on high 
The thistle's downy, silver star, 
To waft its pendant seed afar. 

Sleep-like the silence, by the lapse 

Ot waters only broke, 
And tlie woodpecker's fitful taps 

Upon the hollow oak ; 
And, mingling with the insect hum. 
The beatings of the partridge drum. 

With now and then a croak 
As, on his flapping wing, the crow 
O'er passes heavily and slow. 

A foliage world of g1i(terin|;^ dyes 

Gleams brightly on the an, 
As though a uousand sunset skies. 

With rainbows, blended there; 
Each leaf an o|>al, and each tree 
A bower of varied brilliancy, 

And all one general glare 
Of glory, that o'erwhelnu^ the sight 
With dazzling and unequalled light. 

Rich gold with gorgeous crimson, here 

The birch and maple twine. 
The beech its orange mingles near 

With emerald ofthe pine; 
And e'en the humble bush and herb 
Are glowing with those tints superb, 

As thougn a scattered mine 
Of gems, upion (he earth were strown, 
Fhishing with radmnce, each its own. 

All steep 'd in that delicious charm 

Peculiar to our land, 
That comes, e'er Winter's frosty arm 

Knits Nature's icy band ; 
The purple, rich, and glimmering smoke, 
That forms the Indian Summer's cloak, 

When, by soft breezes fannM, 



For a few precious days he broods 
Amidst the gladden'd fields and woods. 

The squirrel chatters merrily. 

The nut falls ripe and brown. 
And gem-like from the jewelled tree 

The leaf comes fluttering down; 
And restless in bis plumage gay. 
From bush to bush loud screams the jay, 

And on the hemlock's crown 
The sentry pigeon guards from foes 
The flock that dots the neighboring boughs. 

See ! on this edge of forest lawn. 
Where sleeps (he clouded beam, 

A doe has led her spotted fawn 
To gambol by (he stream ; 

Beside yon muUein's braided B(alk 

They hear the gurgling voices talk. 
While, like a wandering gleam. 

The yellow-bird drives here and there, 

A (ealhered vessel of (he air. 

On, through the rampart walls of rock 

The waters pitch in white. 
And high, in mist, the cedars lock 

Their boughs, half lost to sieht 
Above (he whirling eulf— the dash 
Of frenzied floods, that vainly lash 

Their limits in their flight, 
Whose nm'r the ea^le, from his peak. 
Responds to with his angriest shriek. 

Stream of the wild ! the Indian here. 

Free as thy chainless flow, 
Has bent aninst thy depths his spear. 

And in thy woods his Dow; 
The beaver Duilt his dome — ^but (hey, 
The memories of an earlier day. 

Like (hose dead trunks, that show 
What once were mighty pines— have fled 
With Time's unceasmg, rapid tread. 



THE HILL HOLLOW. 

A hollow in the hills. Spring's melted snows 
And many rain-showers swell 'd the tiny 

brook, 
Until it dash'd a torrent, scooping out 
A channel, as it tore upon its wa^*. 
But now, the slender springlet trickles on. 
Purling and murmuring with so low a 

voice, 
The whizzing of yon humming-bird's swift 

wings, 
Spanning gray glimmering circles round its 

shape, 
Is heard above the prattle ; green and sweet 
And quiet is the hollow: from the road 
Furrow'd with wheels, and beaten hard with 

feet, 
A few short steps will place you in the depth 
Of this soft lap of Nature; when the sun 
Quivers upon the dust, and on the brow 
Bums hot and fierce, and short the panting 

breath. 
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Osceola. 



With what refresbins coolness does the air 
Moisten your Up8,anu glide around vour limbs 
Stiengthenine again to vigor ! Hign overhead 
The yellow bank, scrap'd by the rushing 

flood, 
Dangling with threads of roots, with here and 

there 
The twisted feet of clinging firs, like reins 
Bare, bulging from the earth, and bedded 

stones, 
And crown'd with ranks of tall majestic trees, 
Casts a black massive shadow half across. 
The short thick emerald grass slopes opposite 
In a tail graceful curve, to where the rill 
Glides in its sparkling dance, with castanets 
Made by the pebble tricklings. 

Autumn noon 
Brightens the blue^ and sunshine bathes with 

gold 
The slope before me. In the faint li^ht airs 
The aspen shakes with laughter, but the pine 
Scarce moves a tassel, anathe maple turns 
The pale green backs of its broad scallop'd 

leaves 
Lazily over. All around I scent 
The breath of ripening things— the cluster'd 

The apple of the thorn— the mandrake's fruit 
Looking like lemons on each side Its stem. 
And the low everlasting's fra^nce rich, 
O'erpowering all, when near its satin leaves. 
The mullein's pillar, tipp'd with golden 

flowers. 
Slim rises upward, and yon yellow bird. 
Dives to its top : a crested jay has made 
That jointed rush a pedestal, and couch'd 
Within this thistle's tufl are three bright bees. 
A fox's den gapes, shelving, by yon root. 
Thick cluster'd o'er with sMubs; this narrow 

track 
Tells where the kine come winding down to 

drink. 
Lovely the scene, yet is it but a line 
In nature's glorious book, that all may read 
Who seek to do so: strange that men will 

not, 
When scatter'd round their patli, the Ian* 

g^ge lies. 
Like many a blessing also, is the scene, 
Luiking beside the track on which we move 
In all our dim pursuits; and only hid 
By tome sligm veiling screen of circum- 
stance. 
Because we lack the knowledge, or are loath 
To make the effort that would yield the prize. 
Knowledge will come with seeking: circum- 
stance 
Will fall before the effort^ and the cool 
Green beauty of the blessing, when the brow 
Burns with the feverish strugglings of the 

worid. 
And heart and limb are weaiy in the fight. 
The wolfish fiffht of man with fellow-man 
For gold and for ambition, will be ours. 



OSCEOLA. 

PART I. 

The rich blue sky is o'er. 

Around are the tall men trees. 
And the jessamine's breath from the •▼•r* 
glade 

Is Dorae on the wandering breeze. 
On the mingletl grass and flowen 

Is a fierce and threat'ning form. 
That looks like an eagle when pluming his 
wing 

To brave the gathering storm. 

His rifle within his grasp— 

The bright plume o'er his head — 
His features are cloth 'd with a warrior's pride. 

And he moves with a monarch's tread. 
He bends his listening ear. 

He peers througrh the tangled screen. 
And he smiles with joy, as the flash of sted 

Through the everglade's grass is seen. 

One wave of his stalwart arm. 

Wild forms around him stand. 
And his eye glares bright with triumphant 
light 

As be looks at his swarthy band. 
Nearer the bayonet's gleam. 

At the edge of the hammock now; 
The pale-face ranks are rallying. 

But they seek in vain the foe. 

They see in that lovely scene 

But the humming-bird o'er the flowers. 
And the glittering wing of the paroquet 

In the cool anafrag^nt bowers. 
But hark! from the cypress shade, 

From the bay -tree's glossy leaves. 
And the nooks where the vine from bough to 
bough 

Its serpentlike festoon weaves. 

The loud, shrill warwhoops burst 

On the soft and sleeping air. 
And the quick, bright darts of surrcvmding 
death 

Are fearfullv glancing there. 
The eagle with nerce deligfai 

Abroad has his pinion cast. 
And he shrieks as he bathes in the crimson 
rain. 

And sweeps through the whizzing blast. 

The battle-storm is o'er — 

The hammock is reeking red — 
But who looks there with victorious smilo 

On the heaps of the pale-face dead ? 
'Tis a tribe's young warrior chief! 

The deeds of whose vengeful flame 
Have fill'd the ear of a mighty land 

With the terror of his name. 

He leaps from his covert dark 
Like the fire-flash from the smoke. 

And the hamlet wakes from its midnight 
sleep 
At his tomahawk's lightning strdce. 



The Schoolhause. 
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He enter? the peaceful cot, 

And more blood-drops there be leaver 
Than the multffiora's crimson gems 

That are trail'd about the eaves. 

PABT II. 

In a dark and dun^on room 

Is stretch 'd a mighty form, 
And it shakes in its dreadful agony 

Like a leaf in the autumn storm. 
No pillared palmetto hangs 

Its tuft in the clear, bright air, 
But a sorrowing group, and the narrow wall, 

And a smouldering hearth are there. 

The white froth on his lip. 

His trembling, gaspine breath. 
And the hollow rattle in his throat 

Proclaim the conqueror death. 
'TIS the proud, Tictorious chief 

Who smiled 'mid the pale-face slain, 
'Tis the eagle that swept through the whiz- 
zing blast 

And bathed in the crimson rain. 

For his own green forest-home 

He had struggled long and well. 
But the soul that had breasted a nation's arms 

At the touch of a fetter, fell. 
He had worn wild freedom's crown 

On his bright, unconouer'd brow 
Since he first saw Uie light of his beautiful 
skies: 

It was gone forever now ! 

But still in his last dread hour 

Did not bright visions come ? 
Bright visions that shed a golden gleam 

On the darkness of his doom : 
They calm'd his throbbing pulse. 

And they hung on his muttering breath : 
The sprav urown up from life's frenzied flood 

Plungmg on to the gulf of death. 

The close walls shrunk awav; 

Above was the stainless skv. 
And the lakes with their floating isles of 
flowers 

Spread glittering to his eye. 
O'er his hut, the live-oak spread 

Its branching ejgantic shade. 
With its dots of leaves and its robes of moss 

Broad blackening on the glade. 

But a sterner sight is round. 

Battle's wild torrent is there, 
The tomahawk gleams and the red blood 
streams, 

And the warwhoops rend the air. 
At the head of his faithful band 

He peals forth his terrible cry. 
As he fiercely leaps 'mid the slaughtered 
heaps 

Of the foe that but fought to die. 



One gasp— and the eye is glazed 



And still is the stifl^ning clay, 
The eagle soul of the chief had pass'd 
On the battle's flood away. 



THE SCHOOLHOUSE. 

In a green lane that from the village street 
Diverges, stands the schoolhouse; long and 

low 
The frame, and blacken'd with the hues of 

Time. 
Around it spreads the green with scatter'd 

trees; 
Fenc'd fields and orchards stretching, either 

hand, 
And fronting. When the strawberry ripe 

and red 
Is nestling at the roots of the deep grass, 
And when the autumn sun has deck'd with 

goM 
And crimson the gnarl'd apple-bough, light 

paths 
Stretch from the play ground worn by urchin- 
feet 
To the forbidden treasures; forays sad ! 
For fingers stain'd, or bulging pockets oft 
Betrayed what the faint soboing voice denied. 
A picture of soft beautv is the scene 
When painted by the smkine summer sun 
In tints of light and shade; but winter's 

gloom 
Show nothing but a waste, with one broad 

track 
Stamp'd to the humble door-post from the 

lane; 
The snow capp'd wood-pile stretching near 

the walls ; 
And the half sever'd lo? with axe that leans 
Within the gaping notch. 

The room displays 
Long rows of desk and bench ; toe former 

stain'd 
And streak 'd with blots and trickles of dried 

ink, 
Lumber'd with maps and slates and well* 

thumb 'd books, 
And carv'd with rude initials; whilst the 

knife 
Has hack'd and slic'd the latter. In the 

midst 
Stands the dread throne whence breathes su- 
preme command. 
And in a lock'd recess well-known, is laid 
The dread regalia, gifted with a chaim 
Potent to the rebellious. When the bell 
Tinkles the school hour, inward streams the 

crowd. 
And bending heads proclaim the task com- 

menc'd. 
Upon his flirone with magisterial brow 
Tbe teacher sits, round casting frowning 

looks 
At (he low giggle and (he thuflling foot 
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7%e Minisink. 



Betray the covert jest, or idleness. 

Ofl does be call with deep and pompous Toice, 

The class before him, aiid shrill chattering 

tones 
In pert or blundering answers, break the soft 
And dreamj hum otstudy, heretofore 
Like beehive sounds prevailing^. Now per- 
chance 
Some luckless urchin stands before tlie 

throne, 
With features swoln as scarce to keep the 

tears, 
And shoulders raised, whilst the detected 

fault 
Is forth paraded, and the broken lair 
Learnedly dwelt on : then with staring sight, 
Face all awry, and chattering teeth he seei 
The sceptre taken slowly from its nook, 
A whip with thongs: pursues with blinking 

gaze 
Its upward motion, then, with hideous yell 
Tells that the whizzing blow is not in vain. 
Now rising from his seat, the teacher strides 
Athwart the room ; as treads he past, each 

desk 
Starts into industry — white figures grow 
Upon the slate, black spattering pothooks 

sprawl 
Upon the blotted dog-ear'd copy-book; 
And eyes are glued upon the letters huge 
And pictures of the primer; as he wheels 
The wandering glance has scarcely time to 

sink, 
The queer grimace, and the replying grin 
To vanidi ; each regaining its mute swajr 
As turns the back upon them. But bright 

noon 
Now through the casement streams in quiver- 
ing haze 
And fi;u8he8 on the floor : the word is given 
And Durstine from the thraldom rush without 
The merry tlurongs, and breaking into groups. 
Drive their loud pastime on the sunny green. 
Here flies the ball — thvsre shoots the marble — 

now 
The racers seek the eoal— each sinew now 
Is straining in the leap — ^while heartfelt 

mirth 
Echoes upon the soft and balmy air : 
Tlie clouds that float and wreathe upon the 

breeze 
Not more restramlesf than those happy hearts . 
The fflee, bright contrast to the sullen looks 
And Tinffering steps with which each urchin 

seeks 
At the sad summons of the mominr bell 
The hated porch. Tet is the schoolhoiise 

rude, 



As is the coffin to the butterfly, 
seed, 
walla 



To the rich flower the 



The dusky 



Hold the fidr germi of knowledge, and the 

tree 
Glorious in beanbr, golden with its fmiti. 
To the low •chooUMmse Iracei back iti Kfe. 



THE MINISINK. 



Encircled by the screening shade, 
With scatter'd bush, and bou^h. 
And grassy slopes, a pleasant guide 

Is spread before me now; 
The wind that shows its forest search 
By the sweet fragrance of the birch 

Is whispering on my brow. 
And the mild sunshine flickers through 
The sod white cloud and summer hlam. 

Far to the NoHh, the Delaware 

Flows mountain-curvM along. 
By forest bank, by summit bare, 

It bends in ripning song; 
Receiving in eacn eddying nook 
The waters of the vassal brook. 

It sweeps more deep and strong; 
Round yon green island it divides. 
And by this quiet woodland glides. 

The ground bird flutters from the grass 

Tluit hides her tiny nest, 
The startled deer, as by I pass, 

Bounds in the thicket's breast; 
The red-bird rears his crimson wing 
From the long fern of yonder springs 

A sweet and peacefiu rest 
Breathes o'er the scene, where oiieo tlw 

sound 
Of battle shook the gory ground. 

Long will the shuddering hunter 1*11 

How once, red warriors rose, 
And waken'd with their battle yell 

The forest's Ion? repose. 
How shriek 'd in vain, babe, wife, and sire. 
As hatchet, scalpine knife and fire. 

Proclaim 'd their bloody foes; 
Until the boldest quail 'd to mark, 
Wrapp'd round the woods. Night's mantle 
dark. 

At length the fisher ^ri'd his sail 

Within tlie shelter'd creek. 
The hunter trod his forest trail 

The musterine band to seek; 
The settler cast his axe away. 
And grasp'd his rifle for the fray, 

All came, revenge to wreak — 
With the rude arms that chance supplied. 
And die, or conquer, side by side. 

Behind the footsteps of their foe, 

They rush'd, a gallant throng 
Burning with haste, to strike a blow 

For each remembered wrong; 
Here on this field of Minisink, 
Fainting they sought the river's brink 

Where cool waves gush'd along ; 
No sound within the woods they heard. 
But munmuring wind and warbling bird. 

A scream !^tis but the i 
Breaks the calm sunahine there, 

A thicket stirs!— a deer hat sought 
From fight a cloaer lair; 



A September Stroll. 
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Aenin upoD Ibe grtas Ibej droop. 

When burst Ibe well known whoup on whoop 

Shrill, deafening: on the air, 
And onward from their ambush deep» 
Like wolves the savage warriors leap. 

In vain upsprun^ thai gallant band 

And seized Iheir weapons by, 
Fought eye to eye, and hand to hand, 

Alas ! 'twas but to die ; 
la vain the rifle's deadly flash 
Scorch'd eagle pivme and wampum sash ; 

The hatchet hiss'd on high, 
And down they fell in crimson heapa. 
Like the ripe com the sickle reaps. 

In vain ther sought the covert dark. 
The red knife gash'd each head. 

Each arrow found unerring mark. 
Till earth waspil'd with dead. 

Oh! long the matron walch'd, to hear 

Lov'd looes and footsteps meet her ear. 
Till hope greiv faint with dread ; 

Long did she search the wood -pat fas o'er; 

Those tones and steps she heard no more. 

Years have |iass'd by, the meny bee 

Hums round the laurel flowers. 
The mock-bird poun its melody 

Amid Ibe forest bowers ; 
A skull is at my feet, though now 
The wild ro«e wreathes its bony brow. 

Relic of other hours, 
It bids the wandering piljE^rim think 
Of those who died at Minisink. 



A SEPTEMBER STROLL. 

The dull mist of September, fitfully 
Thickening to chill and gusty streams of lain. 
Lilted at sunset, and the %vestem vei^^e 
Showed a broad stripe of light; a golden 

smile 
Burst o'er the drippinj: scene, then died away: 
And tlie Nor^h swept,m hollow moan and hiss, 
Round dwellings and thRWgh brandies. 

Morning broke 
In cloudless beauty, but a chillv breath 
Still edged the crystal air. Tiie sun went 

down. 
With a rich halo glowing round the spot 
Where his orb glided, and a sptendfai belt 
Of orange burned above his slanting tnck, 
Melting to soft bright gray, that deepen'd op 
Into the rich mitl-blue; and where the peari 
Darken'd into the sapphire, bounded forth 
The courier-star of Night's magnificence. 
Morning again rose gloriously clear: 
The air was softer, and the gentte West 
Was fanning where the North had struck his 

chill: 
And as the sun climbed up, his light was cast 
So warm and genial, and the atmosphere 
Was felt so sweetly and delicMUsly,^ 
It seemed 'twere pleasure merely to lie down, 
And bask and brtalhe. 



The noontide now has come : 
Green woods and pleasant fields are smiling 

forth 
Inviting welcome. Let as leave the walls 
Of the close city, and with wandering feet 
Seek the sweet haunts of Nature. O'er the 

dust 
Of the great thoroughfare, with rapid wheels 
And tmrapling hoofs vexed ever, where the 

gay 
And flaunting motes sport tliick in Fashion^ 

beam. 
Idle and worthless, quick we tread and tuni 
Gladly aside, %vhere a green narrow lane 
Leads to a wild ravine amid the hills. 
Smooth fields, with browsing cattle, are 

around. 
And now and then the tinkling sheep-bell 

breaks 
Pleasantly on ibe ear. Our pathway leads 
Through a rude gale and o'er a broken bridge 
Where the green rushes and long tangld 

grass 
Proclaim the shrunken streamlet; a faint 

track 
Leads to a barrels spring, whose waters boil 
Unceasing from their loose grey sandy depth. 
Gmjjis spreads its sides with velvet, and tall 

trees 
Drop their black shapes around. We pass 

along. 
A gorge winds up, vrall'd in with rocky 

banks 
Plumaged with leaning blanches: wheel- 
marks deep 
Are traced upon the stone floor of the chasm^ 
And grateful frhadow rests like sleep within. 
Grim roots start out from crevices: green 

sprouts 
Flaunt from moss'd ledges; and large trick* 

ling drops. 
From the steep sides, shed moisture on the 

air. 
We rest awhife, then tread again our path. 
A grassy glade, with points and curving 

banks, 
The dry bed of a streamlet, lures our steps. 
The varied aster tribes are clustered round; 
Tbe gnarl'd thorn shows its yellow crimson 

fruit. 
Studding its boughs and scatter'd thick be« 

nealh; 
And from the brinks the solidafi^ bends 
Its golden feather: mingling with the sweet 
And peaceful q^tet, low monokHious sounde 
Stresm from the insecU, varied with the swell 
Of the near locust's peevish clarion. 
And chimp of the cricket. Now the fene« 
We leap, and stray into the broad green field. 
The air is an elixir; as we breathe, 
Thrt blood swift tingles in our veins; we long 
Tobeand with transport and shout out our Jojr. 
The thread-like gossamer is waving paet. 
Borne oDtfai wind'a light wisg, eal toy«i 



IS 



WhUeLake. 



Tangled and trembling clings like silver silk. 
The thistte down, high lifted through the rich 
Bright blue, quick float, like gliding stars, 

and then 
Touching the sunshme, flash, and seem to 

melt 
Within the dazzling brilliance . Yon talt oak 
Standing from out the straggling skirt of 

wood. 
Touched by the frost, that wondrous chemut, 

shows 
Spottings of gorgeous crirason llnough hb 

green. 
Like a proud monarch, towering still erect. 
Though sprinkled with his life-blood. Close 

besiae. 
That asp^n, to the wind's soft-finger'd touch. 
Flutters with all its danding leaves, as tho* 
Beatine with myriad pnlses. Mist]^ shade 
Films tne deep nollows, misty sunsmne glows 
On the round nills. Across the far-off wood 
The atmosphere is shaded like thin smoke. 
Until we fancy a dim swarm of motes 
Is glimmering there and dancing. We ap- 
proach, 
And tread the daik recesses : withered leaves 
Spread a thick crackling mantle, countless 

trunks 
Lead on the eye in labyrinths, till lost 
Within a dizzy maze, and overhead 
A vast and interlacing roof of green. 
The hickory-shell, cracked open by its fall. 
Shows its npe fruit, an ivory ball, within; 
And the cleft chestnut-burr displays its 

sheath 
White glisteninfi" with its glossy nuts below. 
Scattereid around, the wild rose-bushes hang 
Their ruby buds tipping their thorny sprays. 
The everlasting^s brossoms seem as cut 
In delicate silver, whitening o'er the stopes; 
The seedy clematis, branched high, is robM 
With woolly tufts; the snowy Indian-pipe 
Isstreak'd with black decay; the winter- 
green 
Offers its berries; and the prince's pine. 
Scarce seen above the fallen teaves^ peers 

out, 
A film green glossy wreath. 

WiftUn this knoC 
Of twining roots, a shelving aperture 
Proclaims the hedge-bog'a chamber; 

through the gloom 
Within we see tiw sparkle of his eye. 
And his slim snoot tnrast level with the brink 
To scent his danger ; but fear not! no staff 
Will pierce thy winding cavern, to drive 

forth 
Thy eroaching form, and beat, with cioel 

blows. 
Thy gasping being from thee. 

Bv we pass. 
And from the daikening woods leleaaed, we 

see 
One mass of shadow stretching t9 the east, 
And narrow stripee of gold upon the topi 



C^hill and tree; and climbing the ascent. 
We view the sun sink calmly to bb rest. 

WHITE LAKE.* 

Pure as their parent springs ! how bright 
The silvery waters stretch away. 

Reposing in the pleasant light 
Of June's most lovely day. 

Curyinjp around the eastern side, 

Klch meadows slope their banks, to meet 
With fnnge of jrass and fern, the tide 

Which sparkles at their f^e^U 

Heie busy Kfe attests that toil. 
With its quick talisman, has made 

Fields green and waving, from a soil 
Of rude and savage stade. 

While opposite the forest lies 
^.Jf? ff**'*^ shadow, black and deep, 
Fillinc: with leaves the circling sky 
And frowning in its sleep. 

Amid this scene of light and gloon. 
Nature with art links hand in hand. 

Thick woods beside soft rural bloom. 
As by a seer's command. 

Here waves the grain, here curb the smoke* 
The orchard bends; there, wilds, as dark 

As when the hermit waters woke 
Beneath the Indian 'a bark. 

Oft will the panther's startling shriek 
With the herd's quiet lowings swell. 

The wolPs fierce howl terrific break 
Upon the sheepfold's bell. 

The ploughman sees the wind-winged deer 
Dart from his covert to the wave. 

And fearless in its mirror clear 
His branching antfers lave. 

Here, the green headlands seem to meet 
So near, a faiir bridge might cross; 

There, spreads the broad and limpid sheet 
In smooth, unruffled gloss. 

Arched by the thicket's screening leaves 
A lilied harbor lurks below, ' 

Where on the sand each r^ple weaves 
Its melting wreath of snow. 

Haik ! like an oTpLfk*u tones, the wood* 
To the light wind in murmurs wake. 

The voice of the vast solitudes 
It speaking to the lake. 

The fanning air-breath sweeps across 
On its broad path of sparkles now. 

Bends down the violet to the moss. 
Then melts upon my brow. 

epitNt 9ttMM bMBtirnl iliMt of wuw. is lUiutod totk» 
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FOREST SPORTS. 

The Tillage ij stirrings with bustle and fright, 

The shriek of the panther was heard over- 
night; 

And Tyler told Larkin, that down by the 
drink 

The wolves howled so loudly he slept not a 
wink; 

While Meech, the big honter, was heard to 
declare 

He yesterday almost fell over a bear. 

Good lack! what a gossip o'er knitting and 

tea; 
In store and in tarem, what throngings we 

see! 
The grannies the tales bear, each farther from 

truth: 
The codeers rehearse the bold feats of their 

youfli; 
Round scamper the urchins, and yell in their 

** Look out for the panther, he's coming this 

way!'* 
Tom Evans drops in, all his features a-twist, 
And tells of a beautifiU yeariing he's mtss'd, 
Joe Mason counts over, with ''blast" and 

with "dam," 
The sheep that lie dead in the yard by his 

bam; 
And Smetus describes, in a sorrowful tone. 
His hives topsy-turvy, and honey all gone. 

The rifles are taken from rafter and wall ; 
The pouches are heavy with powder and ball. 
Hurrah for the forest! come Tom and come 

Joe, 
The heifer and lambs cried aloud " To the 

foe!" 
Load, Smetus, your weapon, come Tyler 

and Meech, 
And bear, wolf, and panther, more manners 

we'll teach ! 

Our hounds beat the swamp ; we our wea* 

pons prepare : 
The wolves through the day hold their ren- 

desvous there ; 
Emerrinff at midnight, to prowl, and to slay 
Each luckless merino thai falls in their way. 

A rustle of boughs ; ha! a buck springs to 
sight! 

But death strikes the proud one while bound- 
ing in flight: 

The beautiful creature sinks under his ban. 

Eluding the wolf-pack, to perish by man. 

But music, hound-music, bursts shrill from 

the swamp; 
Crash, flutter the thickets, with rush, and 

with tramp : , . i. 

Our gaunt robber-foes are arous'd and we seek 
Each rifle lus station just vengeance to wreak; 
We hear their fierce snaris, while vain battle 

they wage, 



And the click of their jaws as they snap in 

their rage : 
They dart from their coverts, with horrible 

'cries. 
Hair bristling, teeth gnashing, and red 

gleaming eves; 
Pursuing, Joe plunges head-first in the bog. 
And brines death to naught but a great star- 
ing frog; 
Tom stumbles o'er Lufra, who yelping be- 

neath, 
Avenges the wrong by a gripe of his teeth; 
The rest ply our weapons, fast, steady, and 

true. 
And earth with their dark shaggy figures we 

strew: 
With hearty hurrahs then, we push on our 

way. 
Their scalps as our trophies to boast of the 

fray. 

The hounds are now scenting yon hemlock, 

whose sides 
A jrawning and deep-sunken hollow divides: 
With snort and with blow, Bruin springs to 

the da]^. 
And, scorning his com|iany, waddles away. 
The hounds overtake him; be stops and he 

rears. 
And Lufm lies flat, from a box on his ears; 
The black wrestler hugs, in his terrible grasp, 
Poor Juno, who writhes, and drops dead at a 

gasp: 
But miickly abulletis wing'd thro' his brain. 
And jBruin is mark'd on our Ibt of the slain. 

We climb the wild mountain; look well, as 

we tread. 
The panther might bound from some branch 

overhead. 
Hark ! list hlM low whining ! gaze up, but be- 
ware ! 
Or we'll see his litlie form, like a dart, in the 

air. 
Ha! there siU the monster, with close- 

crou chine frame, ^ ^ 

And eye-balls fix'd steadily, glanngin flame. 
Our rifles point upward ; he bristles his back ; 
ThethKk branches shield him; well wait 

his attack : 
His muscles contract ; with a leap down he 

darts, 
His shriek, fierce and keen, thrilling cold- 

through our hearts; 
Our hound is dash'd dead by a stroke of his 

Another is crash'd in the grasp of his jaw ! 
What furv, what wild tameless fury he shows. 
As dauntless, he dashes and bounds mid hu 

foes! 
One rifle its bullet unerring has driven. 
His tawny form quails not ; new strength it 

has given : 
Another cracks sharply; blood flows from 

the wound; 
Another, another; it nans on the ground ; 



so 



•Ai American Spring. — To- 



And not UU a ball through his forehead has 

flown, 
Re roUs with a shudder,and dies with a groan. 



AN AMERICAN SPRING. 

Now fluttering breeze, now stormy blast 

Mild rain, then blustering snow : 
Winter's stem, fettering coTJ is pasi'd, 

But, sweet Spring! where art thou? 
The white cloud floats mid smiling blue. 
The broad bright sunshine's golden hue 

Bathes the still frozen earth: 
Tis chanfi^ed! above, black vapon roll: 
We turn from our expected stroll. 

And seek the blazing hearth. 

Hark ! that sweet carol ! what delight 

The scene no more is dumb. 
The little bluebiid greets our sight. 

Spring, glorious Spring has come ! 
The south wind's kiss is on the air. 
The melting snow-wreaths everywhere 

Are leapm^ off in showers; 
And Nature, in her brightening looks, 
Tells that her flowers, and leaves, and brooks, 

And birds will soon be ours. 

A few soft, sunny days have shone. 

The air has lt>st its chill, 
A bright green tinge succeeds the brown 

Upon tbe southern hill. 
Off to the woods ! a pleasant scene ! 
Here sprouts the fresh young winterneen. 

There swells a mossy mound ; 
Though in the hollows driOs are piled, 
Tl>e wandering wind is sweet and mild. 

And buds are bursting round. 

Where iu long rings uncurls the fern. 

Tbe violet, nestling low. 
Casts back the white lid of its urn. 

Its purple streaks to show: 
Beautiful blossom ! first to rise 
And smile beneath Spring's wakeninr skiM 

The courier of thTbnla ^^^^ ^^' 
Of eeming flowers, what feelings sweet 
Gush, as the silveiy gem we meet 

Upon its needle wand. 



A radden loai^-a shade is c 

We look up with a start, 
And, sounding like a transient blast. 

O'er head the pigeons dart; 
Scarce their blue glancing shapes the eye 
Can trace, ere, dotted on tbe sky. 

They wheel in distant flight. 
A chirp! and swift the squirrel scouri 
Along the prostrate trunk, and cowcn 

Within its clefts from sight 

Amid the creeping-pbe, which spreads 
Its thkk and verdant wreath. 



The bee-swarm murmurs by, and now 
It clusters black on yonder bough : 

The robin's motlled breast 
Glances that sunny spot across. 
As round it seeks the twig and mow 

To frame its summer nest. 

Warmer Is each successive sky. 

More soft the breezes pass. 
The maple's flowers of crimson lie 

Upon the thick green grass. 
The elm has shower'd its fringes down. 
The alder drops its tassels bix>wn. 

Cowslips are by the rill; 
The thresher whistles in the glen. 
Flutters around the warbling wren. 

And swamps have voices shrill. 

A simultaneous burst of leaves 

Has clothed the forest now, 
^ SiH^^ ***?** bright sunshine weaves 

This vivid, fforgeous show. 
Masses of shade are cast beneath, 
The flowera are spread in varied wreath, 

Ntght brinps its soft, sweet mooH ; 
Mom wakes m mist, and twilight grey 
Weeps its bright dew, and smiling May 

Melts into blooming June ! 



TO . 

Thou of the soft bright eye and raven hair, 
Pnrted m fflossy curves upon a brow 
White as the ocean peari; I gaze on thee 
Until I am unconscious of aught else. 
I look into the depth of that £rk eye. 
Upon the tablet of that glorious brow. 
And read the gentle thoughts of thv pore 

heart; ' *^ 

Then turn away with loathing from myself. 
That I should mingle in the sins of earth 
When such a being treads it. As thy form 
Moves m its peHect gracefulness, it seems 
Made but to float to music, and I feel 
My poises bounding wildly. I have hour 
Upon the silvery accents of Ihy voice, 
And thought that sweeter melody ne'er met 
The car of Man, although in oMen times 
He iieard the tongue of Angeb. Meltiw 

strains ^^ 

O'er moonlit watere, are most like thy tones 
When sadness broods upon thee, and thy 

laugh * 

Ringing so light and merrily from the heart. 
b loyous as the blue-binj's iaiollinff ' 

When Spring wakes up the flowers,^ and thr 

sweet face ^ 

Is radiant, as with sunshine brighfninff o'er 
Pve watched the motions of thy rich r^ U^ 
Drooping their music-words, until I lonr'd 
To be mnsible, that I might touch ^ 
Their rosiness unchidden. 

b Wo«M in her b««ty; Ae JJSfaJ!*^* 



Seng far Indepmdmu. — The iMt Hunter. 



n 



AU chamis possessed cf nature; the liglit 

clmid 
Wreathing^ its folds across the smiling blue/ 
Is not more graceful than her gliding steps, 
The sem is not more brilliant than her eye, 
The oird's note more melodious than her 

▼oice — 
She is a shrine where man should bow him 

down, 
Foivet his paltry mean-soul'd love of self, 
Antfin the sun-lirht of her purity 
See the dark shadows of his own vile heart. 
Thus, gentle lady ! do I kneel to thee ; 
And in ihy sweet and genlle influence 
Strive with the passions that consume my life. 
Turn from the sins that weigh my spirit 

down. 
And walk the path made holy by thy tread-. 



SONG FOR INDEPENDENCE. 

Hail to this planting of Liberty's tree ! 
Hail to the charter declaring us free! 
Millions of voices are chantmg its praises, 

Millions of worshippers bend at its shiioe. 
Wherever the sun of America blaies. 

Wherever the stars of our bright banner 
shine. 

Sing to the heroes who breasted the flood 
That swelling, roll'd o'er them— 4i deluge of 

blood. 
Feariess they clun^ to the ark of the nation. 
And dash'd on mid lightning, and thunder, 

and blast. 
Till Peace, like the dove, brought her branch 

of salvation. 
And Liberty's mount was their refuge at 

last. 

Bright is the beautiful land of oor birth. 
The home of the homeless all over the earth, 
Oh! let us ever with fondest devotion, 
The freedom our fathers bequeathed us 
watch o'er, 
Till the Angel shall stand on flie earth and 
the ocean 
And shout mid earth's ruins that Time is 
BO more. 



THE LOST HUNTER. 

Nrnnb'd by the piercing, freezing air. 

And burthen'd by his game, 
The Hunter, btruggling with despair, 

Dragg'd on his shiveriiig frame; 
The rifle he had shoulder'd late 
Was trail'd along, a weary weight. 

His pouch was void of food, ^ 
The hours were speeding in their flight, 
And soon the long, keen, winter night 

Would wnp the solitude. 

Oft did ho stoop a listening ear. 



Sweep round an anxious eye. 
No hark or axe-blow could he hear. 

No human trace descry. 
His sinuous path, by blazes, wound 
Among tiunlcs groop'd in myriads round-** 

Through naked boughs, Mween 
Whose tangled architecture, fraught 
With many a shape (ppotesquely wrooflUt 

The hemlock's spune was seen. 

An antler'd dweller of the wild 

Had met his eager gaze. 
And far his wandering steps beguil'd 

Within an unknown maze; 
Stream, rock, and run-way, he had crossed 
Unheeding, till the marks were lost 

Bv which he used to roam ; 
Ana now, deep swamp and wild ravine. 
And ragged mountain, were between 

The Hunter and his home. 

A dusk^ haze, which slow had crept 

On high, now darken'd there. 
And a few snow-flakes fluttering swept 

Athwart 4he thick gray air: 
Faster and faster, till between 
The trunks and boughs, a motfled scream 

Of glimmering moles was spread; 
That ticked against each object ntur 
With gentle and continuous sound 

Like brook o'er pebbled bod. 

The laurel tufts, that drooping hung 

Close roll'd around their stems. 
And the sear beech leaves still that 

Were white with powdering gemi 
But haik! afar a sullen moan 
Swell'd out to louder, deeper tone 

As surging near it pass'd. 
And bunting with a roar, and shock 
That made the groaning forest rock. 

On nish'd the winter blast. 

As o'er, it whistled, shriek'd, and hiss'd. 

Caught by its swooping winjpi. 
The snow was whirl 'd to eddying mist 

That seem'd as barb'd with stmgs — 
And now 'twas swept with lightning flight 
Above the loftiest hemlock's height 

Like driving smoke, and now 
It hid the air with shooting clouds. 
And Tob'd the trees with cireling shrouds. 

Then dash'd in heaps below. 

Here, plunging in a billowy wreath, 

There, cunging to a limb. 
The suffering Hunter gaap'd for brea&» 

Brain reel'd, and eye g^w dim; 
As though to whelm nim in despair, 
Rapklly chang'd the black'ning air 

To murkiest gloom of nirht. 
Till nought was seen around — below 
But falling flakes, and mantled snow 

That gloam'd in ghastly whito. 



At every blast an icj dart 
Stam'd throi^ laa 
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The blood was freezing to his heart, 
Thought whisper'd be must die. 

The thundering tempest echo'd death. 

He felt it in hS tighten'd breath, 
. S|ioil, rifle, dropp'd, and slow 

As the dread torpor crawling came 

Along his staggering, stiflPning frame. 
He sunk upon the snow. 

Reason forsook her shattered throne. 

He deem'd that summer hours 
Again around him brightly shone 

In sunshine, leaves and flowers : 
Again the fresh, green, forest sod. 
Rifle in hand, he lightly trod— 

He heard the deer's low bleat. 
Or couch'd within the shadowy nook. 
He drank the crystal of the brook 

That murmur'd at his feet. 

It chang'd— his cabin roof overspread, 

Rafler, and wall, and chair. 
Gleam 'd in the crackling fire, that shed 

Its warmth and he was there; 
His wife had clasp'd his hand, and now 
Her gentle kiss was on his brow. 

His child was praltling by. 
The hound crouch *d, dozing, near the blaze. 
And through the pane's frost pictured haze 

He saw the white driAs fly. 

That pass'd — ^before his swimming sight 

l)oes not a figure bound. 
And a soft voice with wild delight a 

Proclaim the lost is found ? J 

No, Hunter, no ! 'tis but the streak « 
Of snow — 'tis but the tempest^sshHek — 

No human aid is near; 
Never again that form will meet 
Thy clasp'd embrace — those accents sweet 

Speak music to thine ear. 

Mom broke — away the clouds were chas'd, 

The sky was pure and bright. 
And on its blue, the branches traced 

Their webs of elitterine white. 
Its ivory roof the hemlock stoop 'd. 
The pine its silvery tassels droop'd, 

Down bent the burthen'd wood, 
And scatier'd round, low points of green 
Peering above the snowy scene 

Told where the thickets stood. 

In a deep hollow, drifted high 

A wave-like heap was thrown; 
Dazzlingly in the sunny sky 

A diamond blaze it shone ; 
The little snow-bird chirping sweet 
Dotted it o'er with trippling feet. 

Unsullied, smooth, and lair. 
It seem'd like other mounds, where trunk 
And rock amid the wreaths were sunk. 

But oh ! the dead was there. 

Sprine came with skies and breezes bland, 

Sof! sans and melting rains. 
And rous'd by her transforming wind, 

Ittth baisf its winter chaiBi. 



II Ih a deep nook, where moss, and grass 
And fern-leaves wove a verdant mass — 

Some scatter'd bones beside, 
A mother kneeling with her child. 
Told by her tears and wailing^ wild 

That there the lost had died. 



V. 



THE SEASONS. 



Joy throughout Nature. April's south has 

changed 
To the warm west of May. The first had 

wak'd 
The wind-flower and the violet. Now the 

last 
Breathes over branches spotted with young 

leaves 
Spreading as each day brings a kindlier sun. 
The hopple and the cherrv show no more 
Their cluster'd bloom. The glossy down has 

left 
The beech-sprays and the perfum'd birch hu 

dropp'd 
Its delicate tassels, and the maple sbower'd 
Its crimson fringes on the brighten'd moss 
And the green out-curled lace-work of the 

fem. 
In the moist hollows, and by streamlet-sides. 
The grass stands thick and deep. The pi- 
geon-tribes 
Filling the air, stream o'er in countless 

throng^. 
The robin whistles, and the noisy swamp 
Has deepen 'd in its tonea. All speak of 

Hope, 
Of renovated Youth, and coming Joy. 

A day in June — the full-grown canopy* leaves 
Sketch, in the gentle breathings of the air 
Black quivering foims upon the flower gem'd 

earth. 
O'er the branch-shelter'd stream, the laurel 

hang^ 
Its eorgeous clusters, and the bass-wood 

breathes 
From its peari-blossoms, fragrance. Swing- 
ing lifffat 
Upon Uie hemlock-top, the thresher sounds 
His changeful flute. From her cool shadowy 

nook 
The doe has led her dappled fawn, to tasta 
The low sweet glade-grass with its clover- 
spots. 
Bees waft their lyres — clouds wreathe and 

melt above. 
And sunshine smiles in golden gloss below. 
But now the wind stirs fresher; aarting round 
The snider tightens his frail web ; dead leaves 
Whirl in quick eddies from the mounds; the 

snail 
Creeps to its twisted fortress, and the bird 
Crouches amid its feathers. Wafted up. 
The stealing cloud with soft gray blinds the 
■ky. 
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And in its vapory mantle, onward steps* 
The summer shower; over the shivering 

grass 
It merrily dances, rings its tinkling bells 
Upon the dimpling stream, and moving on, 
It treads upon the leaves with pattering feet 
And soAly murmur 'd music. Off it glides — 
And as its misty robe lifts up, and melts. 
The sunshine darting with a sudden burst, 
Strikes o'er the scene a magic brilliancy. 
A balmy fngrance from bath'd leaves and 

and flowers 
Steeps the cool pleasant air. Tree speaks to 

tree 
In mirtUuI warbles — the wet bushes chirp. 
And the grass answers with its insect-tones. 

Grorgeous October! at the reddemng mom 
Breathes a slight dullness thro' the bracing 

air. 
The white-frost sparkles, showing frequent 

prints 
Of the wood-wanderers, and the beaded drops 
Glitter upon the gossamer. As the skirt 
Of rivulet-mist fades gently in the sky. 
Rich scenes of varied splendor beam around. 
A forest carnival. As though the threads 
Of the sun's light had melted on the leaves 
Each with its dilbrent hue; as though all 

tints 
Of gem, of bird, of blossom and of sky. 
Had met and blended in a dazding glow. 
Myriads of glittering rainbows — cheaps on 

heaps 
Of flashing opals fill the aching sight. 
The oak is dress'd in crimsoB — ^the light 

birch 
Fringes with eold the maple's scarlet garb. 
And the beech twines its orange in the green 
Of the coned pine. Beneath this gorgeous 

roof. 
The lowly plants and Aprouts have spread 

their rich 
Enamelled carpet. All is brilliancy; 
And as the sun wheels down, his cloudy 

robes 
Seem but a copy of the dies of earth 
Brought by bis beams, to deck with fitting 

pomp 
His passage from (he glories he had eeen 
And saulM on, ia his diay-coune through the 

sky. 
November's storms have pass'd. The stem 

black frost 
Bright'ning the pageant-leaves, had leA tbem 

pale. 
Shrunken and sear, and the strong howling 

blasts 
Had whiri'd fliem from their braaches, dark- 
ening air 
And strewing them o'er earth. Now, sweet 

and calm. 
Like music gliding o*er discordant sounds^ 
Or moonlight smiby on a troubled sea^ 
Summer, unrob'd ofall her gtowing chaims 



That graced her prime, but mild and matron- 

For a brief iriiile returns to greet those scenes 
O'er which she reign'd in queenly loveliness. 
A Durple haze is trembling in the air. 
Softening all near in veus of glimmering 

g^uze, 
And steeping far-off masses in thick mist 
Blendine[ their outlines with the shaded sky. 
So still Sie atmosphere, the thistle's star 
Drops motionless on the moss. Such quiet 

reigns. 
The low faint crackling of the dry, fall'n 

leaves, 
Stirr'd by the squirrel's foot is heard, and e'en 
The light click of the milkweed's bunting 

p<as. 
Showing the glossjr satin of the plumes 
Close pack'd withm, with which it wings its 



The beech-nut, falling from its open'd burr. 
Gives a sharp rattle, and the locust's song 
Rising and swelling shrill, then pausing 

Mort, 
Rings like a trumpet. Distant woods and hilla 
Are full of echoes, and each sound that 

strikes 
Upon the hollow air, lets loose their tongues. 
The ripples, ci«eping through the matted 

grass. 
Drip on the ear, and the fiir partridge-drum 
Rolls like low thunder. The last butterfly. 
Like a wing'd violet, floatine in the meek 
Pink'Color'd sunshine, sinks liis velvet feet 
Within the piUar'd mullein's delicate down. 
And shuts and opens his unruflled fans. 
Lazily wings the crow with solemn croak 
From tree-top, on to tree -top. Feebly chirps 
The grasshopper, and the spider's tiny clock 
Ticks from nis crevice. 

*Tis the Sabbath-rest 
Of Nature, ere she yields to Winter's power. 

A softer breath is mingled with the keen 
And piercing air, and o'er the frozen earth 
And skeleton forest, from the Meak northwest 
Uplifts the storm-cloud, gathering fold on 

fold, 
A rising^ mountain: o'er the sky it spreads 
A dull, impenetrable gloomy gray. 
Tlie russet snow-bird twitters, as loose flakee 
One by one, float and flutter through the mist 
Spanning his wing and spotting where they 

light; 
They thicken as they fall, until they stream 
In mvriad columns, mottling the dun air 
And omwing a dense screen around the sight; 
The landscape whitens— and a shell-l&e 

sound 
Murmura— the low-ton'd music of the snow. 
Then roaring on its path, the chainless blast 
Dasbes in fury ; now it lifts thick sheets 
High o'er the forest's top; now whirls wl^ta 

shapes 
That shoot in glancing speedi until the iG««« 



A ForeH Walk—January and June. 



!• OM wild chftot: then •xhausted sinks 
With dyings howls its might, and all is still. 
The roorninflf sunslune glows upon a waste 
Spariding with diamonds; bare« the moun* 

tain's brow. 
But the low Tale is level with the hill-^ 
The hemlock stands an ivoTy pyramid, 
And the link'd branches gleam like silveiy 

threads 
Braided upon the ^zure of the sky. 



A FOREST WALK. 

M Why •hoaVI w« enva a bmllowwd apolf 
An «lt»r » io wch nrnnV c«ir, 
A cbnn.h In every fnive thnt spreads 
lis livlkg roof above o:ir hnatls." 



A lorely sky, a cloudless sun, 

A wind Ihat breathes of leaves and flowers. 
O'er hill, through dale, my steps have won. 

To the cool forest's shadowy bowers; 
One of the paths all round Ihat wind. 

Traced by the browsing herds I chooae. 
And sights and sounds ofhuman kind, 

In Nature's lone recesses lose; 
The beech diiplays its marbled bark, 

The spruce its gnien tent stretches wide, 
Willie scowls the hemlock, grim and dark. 

The maple's scallopM dome beside: 
All weave on high a verdant roof, 
That keeps the very sun aloof, 
Making a twilight soft and green. 
Within the eolumn'd, vaulted scene. 

Sweet forest odon have their birth 
From the clothed boughs and teeming earth; 
Where pinecones dropp'd, leaves piled and 
dead. 

Long tufts of grass and stars of fern. 

With many a wild-flower's fairy urn, 
A thick, elastic carpet spread; 
Here, with its mossy pall, the trunk, 
Besolving into soil, is sunk; 
There, wrench'd but lately from its throne. 

By some fierce whirlwind circling past. 
Its huge roots mass'd with earth and stone. 

One of the woodland kings is cast. 

Above, the forest tops are bright 
With the broad blaze of sunny light : 
But now, % fitful aiigust parts 

The screening bmnches, and a glow 
Of dazxiing, startling radiance darts 

Down the dark stems, and breaks below; 
The mingled shadows off are roli'd. 
The sylvan floor is bath'd in gold : 
Low sproiits and herha, before unseen, 
# Display their shades of brown and green ; 
Tints brighten o'er tira velvet moss. 
Gleams twinkle on the laurel's gloss; 
The robin, brooding in her nest. 
Chirps as ll^e quick ray strikes her breast^ 
And as my shadow pnnts the ground, 
I Mi the rabbit upward bound, 
Wilb IninlMl etfi nnlniltBt look. 



Then scamper to the darkest nook. 
Where, with crouch'd limb and staring eye. 
He watches while I saunter by. 

A narrow vista carpeted 

With rich green grass, invites my tread; 

Here showers the light in golden dcts. 

There sleeiis the shade in ebon spots; 

So blendod, that tlie very air 

Seems network as I enter there. 

The partridge, whose deep-rolling dnm 

Afar has sounded on my ear, 
Ceasing his beatings as 1 come. 

Whirrs to the sheltering branches near; 
The little milksnake glides away. 
The brindled marmot dives from day; 
And now, between the boughs, a spaca 
Of the blue laughing sky 1 trace ; 
On each side shrinks the bowery shade; 
Before me spreads an emerald glade; 
The sunshine sleeps its grass ami moss. 
That couch my footsteps as 1 cross ; 
Merrily hums the tawny bee, 
Tlie gfitteiin^ humming bird I see; 
Floats the briglit butterfly along. 
The insect clioir is loud m song; 
A spot of light and life, it seems 
A fairy haunt for fancy dreams. 

Here stretch'd, tho pleasant turf I presi» 
In luxury of idleness; 
Sun-streaks, and glancing wings, and sky. 
Spotted with cloud -shapes, charm my eye; 
While murmuring gmss, ami waving trees. 
Their leaf-harps sounding to the breeze. 
And water-tones that tinkle near. 
Blend their sweet music to my ear; 
And by the changing shades alone. 
The passage of the houn is known. 



JANUARY AND JUNE. 

A sable pall of sky— the billowy hills, 
Swath'd m the snowy robe that Winter throws 
So kindly over Nature— skeleton trees, 
Fring'd with rich silver drapery, and the 

stream 
Dumb in its frosty chains . Yon rastic bridge 
Bristles with icicles; beneath it stand 
The catlle group, long pausing while they 

drink 
From the ice-hollow'd pools, that skim in 

sheets 
Of delicate glass, and shivering as the air 
Cuts with keen, stinging edge; and those 

gaunt trunks 
Bending with ragged branches o'er the hank. 
Seem, with their mocking scarfs of chilling 

white. 
Mourning for the green grass and ft»gnnl 

flowen, 
Tliat Summer mirrere in the ripplmg tiism 
Of the bright stream beneath them. Shrab 

and rock 
Are carv'd in peari, and tka densn (Uokal 

sbevf 
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Clusters of purest ivory. Comfortlesa 
Tlie fiozen scene, yet not all desolate. 
Where slopes, by tree and bush* the beaten 

track. 
The sleieh glides merrily, with prancinc^ 

steeds. 
And the low homestead, nestling by its grove. 
Clings to the leaning hill. 

The drenching rain 
Had fallen, and then, the large loose flakes 

had shower'd, 
Quick freezing where they lit; and thus the 

scene. 
By IVinter's alchymy, from gleaming steel 
Was changed to sparkling silver. 

Yet, thoug[h bright 
And ricli, the hindscape smiles with lovelier 

look 
When Summer gladdens it. The fresh blue 

skv 
Bends like God's blessing o'er; the scented 

air 
Echoes with bird son^, and the emerald grass 
Is dappled with quick shadows; the light 

wing 
Of the soft west makes music in the leaves. 
The ripfiles murmur as Ihe^ dance along; 
The thicket, by the road-side, casts its cool, 
Bteclc breadth of shade across the heated 

dust; 
The caUle seek the pools beneath the banks, 
Where sport the gnat-swarms, glancing in 

the sun 
Gray, whirling specks, and darU the dragon 

fly» 

A gold -green arrow ; and the wandering sheep 
Nibble the short, thick sward, that clothes 

the brink, 
Down sloping to the waters. Kindly tones 
And hippy faces make the homestead walls 
A paradise. Upon the mossy roof 
The tame dove coos and bows; beneath the 

eaves 
The swallow frames her nest; the social wren 
Lights on the flower-lin'd paling and trills 

through 
Ite noisy t^amut; and the humming bini 
Shoots, with that flying harp, the honey-bee, 
Mid Ibetrail'd honeysuckle's tnimp«t bloom. 
Sunset wreathes gorgeous shapes within the 

west, 
To eyes that love the splendor: morning 

wakes 
Light hearts to Joyous tasks; and when deep 

night 
Breathes o'er the earth a solemn solitude. 
With utaps for watchers, or the holy moon, 
A sentinel upon the steeps of heaven. 
Smooth pillows yiekl their balm to prayer 

and trust. 
And slumber, thU sweet medicine of toil. 
Shads her soft dews and weaves her golden 

dreamf. 



THE LATE HON. STEPHEN VAN 
RENSSELAER. 

Towering on high, a mighty oak 

Stood monarch of the scene, 
On which revolving summers woke 

A thicker fresher green. 
Beneath its anus, stretched grandly round. 
The humblest plants protection found 

From every chilling air; 
And e'en the eagle sweeping by, 
Stoop'd to its top with kindling eye. 

And built its eyrie there. 

It bent not to the winter blast. 

The lightning spnr'd its dait, 
Time seam'd its rugged bark, but cast 

No wither on V^ heart ; 
Although the eagle claim'd its crest, 
Its grpen sprays, held the robin's nest. 

And tiny forms and wings 
Gleamed round — 'twas beautiful to see 
That oak with all its majesty, 

So lov'd by lovely things. 

But now no more came leafy bloom, 

Tho lichen stain'd its trunk. 
And bending to the general doom. 

In death it calmly sunk. 
No wrenching storm the trophy won, 
But fanu'cl by breeze and deck'd by sun, 

It sought its native earth. 
Which, like a mother, threw across 
The soil green robe of grass and moss 

With which she wrapp'd its birth. 

The human oak — ihc great, the strong 

Thus tower'd amid his race ; 
And every year that swept along 

But brought a lovelier grace; 
He caused '' the widow's heart to sing/' 
And took from Poverty its sting. 

From Sorrow its desfiair. 
And when ihe war-cry cclio'd dread. 
Fame's eagle stooping to his head 

Eotwin'd the laurel there. 

Adversity's relentless storm, 

(And all feel human ill,) 
Ne'er lefl n trace upon his form, 

Nor on his heart a chill; 
Though crown 'd by Fame, yet In hb breast 
Each |Hire aflTer.tion was a guest. 

High thoutfht and noble trust — 
An saw and bless'd that towering one. 
Basking in forltme's brightest sun. 

So gentle, kind and just. 

But now. Time cloth'd that head with white. 

And bent that stately frame, 
And like eve merging into night. 

Death, rob'd in friendship, came. 
Oh not with fear end anguish deep. 
But calmly fell he into sleep. 

As Summer's sun departs; 
Men held their breath with aw6„ when fint 
Upon their ears the tidings bunt, 

Tkm stanp^ him on uair htvti. 
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jfti Odcber Ramble — A Contrast. 



AN OCTOBER R4MBLE. 
A glorious aAernoon; the moving shades 
Have wheei'd their slow half-circles, pointing 

now 
Toward the sunshiny east ; a shadowy haze 
Trembles amidst the azure OTerhead, 
Deepening to purple at the horizon's skirts. 
Nature is smiling sweetly, and my feet 
Are wandering in the pleasant woods once 

more. 
Keen nights have told of Winter on his way, 
And Autumn from the mourning trees has 

drawn 
His gorgeous robe, with which he garb'd 

himself 
As Tanishing Summer threw back fitful smiles, 
And cast it o'er the earth, ere steal along 
The Tyrant's footsteps muffled deep in snow. 
What splendor lies around me! Seems it not 
As Ihoueh the ground to rainbows tangible 
Had yielded birth, or with a magic art 
Had drawn the sunset colors from the skjr 
And there had fixed them? Tet a few bnght 

shreds 
Of Autumn's cloak still linger on the boughs. 
The elm shows scattered gems; the lofty oak 
Is swath 'd in crimson; tapering to a point. 
The thick pyramidal spruce, and oval pine 
Holding its myriad summit-cups, displav 
Their cliangeless g^en. The sunshine has a 

tint 
Beeper than Summer's radiance, and it throws 
Its charms on all around. Along this path 
I tread ]io:ht-heai'ted, glad to be alone 
Again with Nature : beautiful art thou 
Seen in thy works, mysterious principle! 
Man with his passions dims thy light, his 

voice 
Jars' with thy sounds, his walls and towers but 

mar 
Thy majesty and beauty. Solitude 
With its soft dreamy silence is the mate 
The fittest for thee, radiant smile of God ! 
I gaze around; tninks, boughs, and leaves 

and mould ! 
The robin on 3ron dog-wood's branch I see 
Picking the crimson berries; now and then 
The flicker drops his hammer on the bark, 
And the soft eclio starts, as breaks on high 
The hoarse voice of the sluggish passing 

crow. 
My foot stirs up the o\al butternut 
From the dead leaves, its dark brown ting'd 

with gold. 
And strew'd around this old oak's knotted 

roots 
Are acora chalices with braided sides 
Left by the fays to fill their depths with dew 
For the next moonlight revel on the moss. 
That strange awakener at cold Winter's 

verge. 
The low witch-hazel, shows its yellow stan 
CuH'd thick along its boughs: yon tall slim 

plant 
Dangles with bloesoms like a Chioefe tower 



Pendent with bells; and this blue gentian, 

tight 
Has twisted the fring'd rim of its \ojk^ cup 
To keep from frost the t(^az set withm. 
The air is richest perfume from the fern 
Sweetest when dymg, like a virtuous life 
Diflfusiog its example at its close. 
I pluck a branch — what delicate tracery 
Of veins minute ! and see upon its back 
The seeds in brown and regular array 
Secreted, as the partridge hides her voung 
Beneath her wings. Yon aster, that msplay'd 
A brief while since its gorgeous bloom, has 

now 
Around the shells that multiply its life 
Woven soft downy plumes. How wonderful 
And perfect is thy care, oh Thou most high 
Creator, Father, God ! The flower and man 
Protected equally by Thee. 

The woods 
Are left, and hills and glades and fields are 

round. 
Yon pinjr knoll, thick covered with the brown 
Dead frmges, in the sunshine's bathing flood 
Looks like dark gold. From eveiy tip of 

grass 
And plant, a web of gossamer is stretch'd 
Far as the eye can see, with varying hoes 
Shooting and shifting quick along the threads. 
The sun now rests upon the western ridge 
That seems dissolvings in a golden haze 
Where rests his blazing circle: as he sinks 
The haze melts off; rich purple clothes the 

mount 
The brief gray twilight brings the scattered 

stars 
And soon up wheels the full broad Hunter's 

moon, 
Shedding her affluent silver o'er the earth. 



A CONTRAST. 

Nature in this majestic land is full 
Of magic changes. 

In the wild-wood depths, 
Sleeps, like a lash-veil 'd eye, a hidden lake. 
An ebony mirror — yti reflecting nought 
But the long stretching and contracting 

shades 
That cliange as change the hours : its sullen 

tones 
Blending but with the forest's daylight songs 
And midnight bowlings : o'er the leafy waste, 
Curis a light thread of smoke — a hunter's fire; 
And mid the lilies' floating golden globes. 
Spotting the margin, where the ripi^es play 
And melts in silver, rocks hb bark canoe. 

A few years circle by. The talisman 
Of toil has waved above this forest-scene. 
Rich meadows, spotted with dense waving 

ing woods. 
Slope to the sun-lit surface of the lake. 
Whose plashings min^e with the viUage- 

din. 
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And lunl low and bleat. Where cuHM that 

smoke. 
Glitter white walls, and cluster roofs of men. 
With terraced gardens, leaning to the wave, 
Religion rearing spires, ana Learning, 

domes, 
To the bright skies that arch this Eden-spot — 
The rude canoe has vanished, but swift keels 
Move joyously o'er the smiling, spaikling 

flood 
That lies in calm obedience at the feet 
Of those that freed it from iU dungeon- 

shades. 



THE FALLS OF THE MONGAUP.* 

StniflNjiiog along the mountain path. 

We hear, amid the ^oom, 
Like a roused giant's voice of wiath, 

A deep toned, sullen boom : 
; on the platform high. 



Burst sudden to the startled eye 

Rocks, woods and waters, wild and rode— 

A scene of savage solitude. 

SwiA as an arrow from the bow, 

Headlong the torrent leaps. 
Then tumbling round, in dazzling snow 

And dizzy whirls it sweeps; 
Then, shooting through Ihe narrow able 
Of this sublime cathedral pile, 
Amidst its vastness, dark and grim. 
It peab its everbsting hymn. 

Pyramid on pyramid of rock 

Tower upward wild and riven. 

As piled by Titan hands to mock 
The distant smiling heaven. 

And where iU blue streak is displayed. 

Branches their emerald net-work braid 

So high, the eagle in his flight 

Seems but a dot upon the sight. 

Here column'd hemlocks point in air 
Their cone-like fringes green; 

Their trunks hang knotted, black and bare. 
Like spectres o'er the scene; 

Here loft}r crag and deep abyss. 

And awe-inspiring precipice; 

There g^ttoes bnght in wave-worn gloss. 

And carpeted with velvet moss. 

No wandering ray e'er kbs«d with light 

This rock-walled yable pool. 
Spangled with foam-gems thick and white. 

And slumbering deep and cool; 
But where yon cataract roan down. 
Set by the sun, a rainbow crown 
Is dancing o'er the dashing strife — 
Hope glittering o'er the storm of life. 

Beyond, the smooth and mirror 'd sheet 

So gently steals along^. 
The very ripples, murmuring sweet 

Scarce drown the wild bee's song; 

• Tte ftdli oTtte MoBffmvp wn ia SttlllTm eonly. If. 
Y. Thtju«iitMt«dlattelNvcortkifwift. 



The violet from the grassy side 
Dips its blue chalice in the tide; 
And, gliding o'er the bafy brink, 
The deer, unfrightened, stoops to drink. 

Mjrriads of man's time-measured race 

Have vanbhed from the earth. 
Nor left a memoiy of their trace. 

Since first this scene had birth; 
Tliese waters, thundering^ now along. 
Joined in^Creation's matm-song; 
And only by their dial-trees 
Have known the lapse of centurbi ! 



A DREAM. 

A simple s|>rig of myrtle! as the stem 
Clustered with dark green glossy leaves, was 

plac'd 
Within my grasp, gay visions and bright 

scenes 
Throng'd round me as by magic; the soft 

spell 
Of music had been cast upon my soul. 
Melting it with delicious cadences 
Dyings uj^n the ear, or with swift flights 
Beanng It upward, as on win|[s, to heaven. 
Beautiful forms were floating in the dance; 
Beings, whose looks of radiant loveliness 
Were blended, like the rainbow, in one blaze 
Of ravishing splendor; here, the laughing 

eye 
Ting'd with the hue that robes the violet. 
And there, the large bright orb of ebony 
Kindling quick flame, where e'er its glances 

fell; 
Yet, as I gaz'd upon the glossy gift. 
The present vanish 'd from me, and above 
The glowing, glorious sky of Italy, 
So glowing, and so glorious, Fancy well 
Might deem it the spread garment of the sun. 
Shone in its beauty; olive vales spread out. 
And myrtle-bowers sprung round me, ivied 

walls 
And mouldering columns were before my 

eye. 
While in the dbtance like a sapphire, 

fleam 'd 
„ ^ t Maggior6 dotted with its isles. 
I liv'd, I breath 'd in that rich purple clime. 
Where Life's bright cup is brimm'd vrilh 

spartcling joys. 
That steep the soul in deepest happiness. 
And then I thought those beautiful daik eves 
Beaming beside me, full of light and sonf. 
Were glittering underneath that brilliant 

heaven. 
Which the magnificent southern moon had 

made 
One sheet of silver; and that clustering hair. 
Black as the raven's plumage, was entwin'd 
With Italy's g^reen myide wreaths and 

flowers. 
And the sweet tones of that infectious bugh 
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Were sounding^ o'er (be spangled waters, 

blent 
With the low music of the '* light guitar," 
As the swift gondola darted on its way. 

And then the vision changed. I was in 

Spain. 
Slopes mantled with their vineyards, rose 

around ; 
The lemon gleam'd, a spot of gold, amongst 
Its polish 'd foliage; streams like silvery 

threads, [alar 

Glitter'd mid bordering spires, while high, 
The Pyrenees, like giant- monarchs stood. 
With crowns of silver, and with puiple robes. 
As if to guard this scene of loveliness. 
The air seem'd peopled with the gay Antique 
That witnessed the Alhambra in its pride, 
Grenada's golden towers, and all the bright 
And gorgeous scenes of vanished chi\'alry. 
Withm a pleasant glade, upon whose grass 
The cork-tree threw its shadow, I beheld 
A group of peasants dancing. 

Then I thought 
Thy buovant graceful step was bounding free 
Within the mazes of that merry dance 
To the light clicking of the Castanet : 
And as the hours flew by, and radiant Day 
Sank proittrate on the snow of some hjgh 

peak. 
With crimson mantle, and with golden 

plume. 
While boughs gave birth to shadows, and the 

air, 
Rich with the orange-fragrance, bore along* 
The silvery ringing of the Spanish bell 
From some far convent, and the vesper hymn, 
Floating o'er Guadalquiver's glittering 

breast; 
I deem'd that thou wert straying by the side 
Of that weird stream, whose sands are made 

of g^ld 
Like that of olden fable, listening deep 
To the wikl tales of those high passionate 

hearts, 
That beat so fiercely in the battle-storm 
And throbb'd so fondly to the thoughts of 

love. 
And as the Eve rose darkling from the West, 
And look'd upon thee with her diamond eye, 
Palpable images of those days came; 
The turban'd Moor upon his war-steed, bore 
His lance in rest, ana on his breast his lyre. 
Pennon, and scarf, and falchion flash'd; the 

knight 
Knelt at the feet of his fair *' ladye love," 
Castles frown'd blackly o'er the mountain- 
pass. 
And palaces gleam'd brightly in the sun. 

Tlie vision thus was glowing, wrapping up 
My thoughts and feelings, when a jesting 

word 
Utier'd by some gay passer-by, destroyed 
Tbe fatiy happy spell, and I awoke. 
Tkt waits was eireling hy me, and afaia 



Music, with her invisible feet, now crept 
Slowlv and softly, and now bounded high 
With her gay promptings, and I dream'd i 
more. 
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A Stripe of sky its sunshine threw 

Upon a sylvan glade, 
On which (he circling forest drew 

Its pictur'd shapes of shade; 
'Twas spotted with low thickets, where 
Throbb'd the faint pulses of the air, 

Beatings of Nature's sleep: 
Beside, no motion of a thing 
Nor chirp, or flutter of a wmg. 

Came o'er the stillness deep. 

But now, far shouts and steps were heard 
I Within the forest's breast. 
Approaching nearer, till the bird 

Flew frighten'd from its nest; 
Till bough,, and moss, and grass were life 
With myriad throngs of liny life 

Circling and murmuring round, 
And tlie whole scene, so lately still. 
In leaping forms and voices Mhrill, 

Woke startled at the sound. 

With laugh, and yell of joy, and hate, 

A savago group burst in, 
Like demons met to celebrate 

A festival of sin. 
Some stripp'd a neighboring sapling bare. 
Some dragg'd and bound a wliite man there. 

And round him branches pil'd; 
Whilst all keen knife and hatchet graspM, 
With eyes that glow'd, and breaaU that 
gasp'd. 

To hold their orgies wild. 

Madd'ning for their fierce revelry 

Still nearer press'd the throng, 
Then burst in horrid mocking glee 

Loud whoop and boisterous song. 
Woman's shnll tones and Manhood's shoot 
And childish shrieks rung echoing out. 

Upon the sunny air; 
But not a fear tbe lone one shook 
He glanced around with loHy took, 

Undarkened by despair. 

Through the pil'd boughs red streaks of 

name, ^ 

Like darting seipents nn, 
Still not a tremor thrill'd the frame 

Of Ibat bound, helpless man. 
He view'd, with calm and equal breath 
The flashing curls of coming death : ' 

The same in soul as though 
His deadly rifle still he bore, 
A dauntiess hunter warrior. 

With besemte his foe. 



The MB. 
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Now to (be chant, in circling^ dance 

Writh'd every bounding limb^ 
And eveiy fiena-like countenance 

Grew still more black and grim; 
Some whirlM their hatchets round his heady 
With starting eye-balls burning reil, 

And teeth with rage that gnash'd ; 
Some scorched his shrinking skin, with 

brands. 
Or, blood-drops spirting o'er their hands. 

With knives his bosom gash'd. 

At length a mother, at whose breast 

A trembling infant clung, 
Close to the suffering victim press'd 

With loud and scornful tongue. 
A hope flash'd o'er him, ouick as thought. 
With fi^iant grasp the child he caught 

And hurl 'd it in the blaze; 
Then, as all rush'd to where it ky 
He snapp'd the shrivelling thongs away. 

And vanish'd from their gaze. 

Now, hunter, urge thy fleet career! 

Let not a muscle fail. 
Like wolves that scent (he flying deer, 

Swifl feet are on thy trail; 
Dash through the thicket— leap the mouad^ 
Thy ibeman's shoutings nearer sound. 

On, on, pause not for breath ! 
A shot has graz'd that sheltering tree; 
Rush down this steep declivityr 

For close behind is death. 

Within the clustering swamp he spriogt 

To seek tome darken'd nook, 
Now by the pendent hemlock swings 

Across the laurel-brook. 
The bear from covert, snorting, wakes, 
The snake his warning rattle Makes, 

But on the hunter flies; 
Breathless he climbs the broken hill. 
Below, the foeman follow still. 

And still their war-whoops rise. 

But now, upon the burthen 'd air. 

Creeps a low steady roar; 
The Cuyahoga tumbles there, 

Hope lights his breast once mote. 
He knows the spot — through narrow rocks 
The torrent beats with billowy shocks. 

A war-hone cloth 'd with white. 
Thundering along its curbless way 
Flinging its mane-like showers of spray 

AUiwart the yawning night. 

One glance — above the hill's steep edge 

Ascending war-plumes float; 
Be bounds to where a dizzy ledge 

Juts o'er the torrent's throat, 
Nerving his strength one instant thersy 
His leaping figure cuts the air. 

The dread ravine is pass'd; 
And, as the baffl'd foemen shrink 
From the black chasm's terrific brink. 

Hit heart beats ftee at tost. 



Thick, screening branches, as (hey fly. 

Turn off* the whizzing balls; 
And now alon^ the western sky 

The gold-fnnged sunset falls. 
And soon he saw Night's mantle black, 
Folded around his forest track. 

With friendly stars to guide. 
And when Mom wove her dappled woof. 
He sat beneath his cabin root 

With glad ones at his side. 



THE MILL. 

Beside the narrow road that, winding, leads 
From the broad arch'd highway, the humble 

mill 
Rears its red-gabled front. The forest round 
Has fallen beneath the axe, to shape the 

nook 
For the sharp pointed roof, and wood-built 

dam 
Bridling the swampy streamlet to a pond. 
Scattered with dead jagg'd trees and splin. 

ter'd stumps, ' 

And floating logs, round which the frothy 

scum ' 

And drooping weeds are gathered. Stag- 
nant, sUIl, * 
And gloomy seems the wide spread sheet. 

what time 
The sliding gate is lower'd: the slimy flum« 
Looks dark; the waters trickle o'er the dam. 
Or gush from some wide fissure ; and the mill 
Is left to deepest silence. But when mom. 
Bringing the daily task, uplifls the gate. 
The scene, like magic changes: the smooth 

rd 
into stonting lines; the scum whirls 

round; 
The rough black logs sail, jostling; and the 

weeds 
Stream in the dancing ripples : through the 

flume 
The waters rush in foam, the dusky wheel 
Whiris iU huge circle, as the dashing flood 
Lea|is on its buckets; grate and hum succeed 
Throughout the structure, till the day-ligfat 

dies. • 

We enter in : a thin white dust is spread 
O'er walls, and bin, and floor; huge swelliog 

Here, prone, or leaning each on each; there. 

rais'd ' 

By sinewy hands on brawny backs, and 

brought 
With staggering efforts to the poroh, wheiv 

The broad wheel'd wagon, and the dozing 
steeds, ^ 

That now and then arouse io pick amidst 

The hay-mounds at their feet. The miller 
bluff 

And bustling, powdered thfckly o'er witk 
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Pours from the measure the bright golden 

com, 
Or dark brown buckwheat, in the hopper 

broad, 
A level mass that in its midst, soon shows 
A hoHow*d spot, as swift the particles 
Drop to the crashing mnding stones beneath; 
Till funnel-shap'd, the sliding load appears. 
And the light grains at last whiil round the 

mouth 
Of the deep passage, and quick disappear. 
From the long tuM, within the box beneath, 
Streams the warm flour in readiness for the 

sack. 
And a strong odor breathes like smitten flint. 
Through the dim dusty air. 

Familiar, rude, 
And known to all, this picture of the mill. 
Let all then, heed the lesson. Industry 
Hews itt own place amidst this crowdod 

world; 
And standing in ita humble path, sheds 

round 
Life, comfort, by its presence. With a hand 
That tires not, and a soul that never faints, 
It brings prosperity around its home, 
And glads the bosom with perpetual smiles. 



THE FOREST TEMPLE. 
Grand pomp of the Wilderness! solemn and 
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Magnificent temple, for Solitude piled! 
Its columns the rocks, and its canopy, sky; 
Its huge mountain-altar reared proudly on 

high. 
Bound circle the Seasons: Spring dances 

along — 
It is breathing with fragrance and vocal with 

song; 
Its grass-carpet UAs to the steps of her show- 
ers; 
At the wand of her sunbeam come thronging 

its flowers. 
Bright, beautiful Summer her thick garland 

weaves. 
And its depths are made dim with her mantle 

of leaves; 
There's dancing of shadows in ebony gloss, 
And gold-slants and sprinkles on blossoms 

and moss. 
Gay alchymist Autumn transmutes, and be- 
hold! 
The emerald changed to rich crimson and 

gold; 
There's a glitter of gems— a proud blazon of 

hues. 
And silver mists forming, to melt with the 

dews; 
The moon's splendor utreams with more 

pomp from on high. 
And the star-clusters glow with more light 

in the sky. 
Wild Winter on nid»s, vritii clouds o*er bis 

brow. 



His war-steed the tempest— his banner the 

snow; 
The temple stands blighted and mute at his 

glance. 
The g-littter has faded, and past is the dance, 
Till Spring, with her soft looks and sweet 

smiles, again 
Breathes joy, as the Despot abandons his 

reign. 

And music, sweet music, the temple jrives 
forth * 

When Winter has reached his stem home in 
the North; 

The torrent-like stream, as, mad-foaming, it 
bounds. 

Loud raises, unceasing.its oigan-like sounds; 

There are voices of birds, and a murmur of 
bees. 

And soft strains of wind-harps breathed low 
through the trees. 

And thunder o'er-rolling, and lanching its 
crash, 

And the strong sheeted rains, as fierce down- 
ward they dash. 

And the wild blast, as onward it rages and 
shoots. 

Whirling boughs from their trees— wrench- 
ing trees from their roots — 

The bee-song— the blast hymn— the chant of 
the flood. 

Sent upward in praise to their maker and 
God. 

And other sounds forth, too, this temple bath 

cast 
Stem, loud as the thunder, and fierce as the 

blast. 
When Tyranny's hordes, gruping fetters, 

were led 
O'er a region that shuddered in wrath at their 

tread; 
In an air that grew black, as their bannen it 

fanned. 
Till the fierce storan of Vengeance thick 

curtained the land. 
'Twas the war shout of Freedom! and echo- 
ed by men 
She poured down from mountain and imllied 

m glen. 
As proudly she spread her pure flag for the 

fray. 
And her young Eagle stretched his strong 

wings on her way. 
Oh, what though to earth that starred banner 

was cast! 
Oh, what though those wings were crushed 

down by the blast! 
Brave hearts bore that banner— twas lifted 

anew; 
High hopes cheered those pinions — ^more 

lofty they flew ; 
Till Victory, loud as the roar of the sea. 
In heart-bursts were shouted by men that 

were Free ! 



Foiift& of My Ode^Thc Garden. 
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FOURTH OF JULY ODE. 

Ob what if tliat soand swelling loudly on high 
Wherever our land showi its boundless do- 
minions. 
And uncurbed, with his stars and his stripes, 
in the sky 
Borne aloflby our flag, spreads our Eagle 
his pinions! 

'Tis an Empire's glad strain! 
The Free, hailing asain 
The day, when their sires trod on sceptre and 

chain: 
And proudly their sons will remember this 

day, 
Till the last wave of time bears its glories 
away. 

Oppression strode on — ^the cloud gathered o*er 
head. 
And Freedom beheld him, with scorn, from 
her station. 
Our Eagle's fierce eye blaz'd with wrath at 
his tread. 
Till the 6Ay that our land rear'd its front 
as a Nation. 
Then the red lightning sprang. 
Then the thunder-burst rung, 
'TWas the eye-flash of Freedom — the sound 

of hertoneue; 
Then proudly ner sons will remember this 

day. 
Till the last wave of time bears its glories 
away. 

In its field stood the plough— the axe ceas'd 
in the wood. 
From his log cabin gladly the wild hunter 
sallied, 
From city and glen, throngs were pour'd like 
a flood. 
To the flaff where the ranks of the valiant 
were raUied. 

Oh let Bunker's red height 
And let Trenton's wild figlit 
Tell, how nobly our sires bled and died for 

the right; 
Then proiraly their sons will remember this 

day, 
Till the last wave of time bears its glories 
away. 

On no happier clime than this broad land of 
ours. 
Does the sun his bright smiles of benefi- 
cence render. 
From dark storms and bleak snows, to rich 
skies and sweet flowers. 
Our flag, our proud flag streams in starr'd 
and strip'd splendor ; 
Then with shouts of acclaim, 
And with bosoms of flame, 
Let us honor those sires whence our liberties 

came: 
And proudly their sons will remember this 
day, faway. 

Till tbe last wave of time bears its glories 



THE GARDEN. 

When the light flourish of the blue-bird 

sounds, 
And the south wind comes blandly; when 

the sky 
Is soft in delicate blue with melting pearl 
Spotting its bosom, all proclaiming Spring, 
Oh with what joy, the garden-spot we greet 
Wakening from wint^ slumbers. As we 

tread 
The branching walks, within its hollow 'd 

nook 
We sec the violet by some lingering flake 
Of melting snow, its sweet eye lifting up 
As welcoming our presence. " O'er our beads 
The fruit tree buds are swelling, and we hail 
Our grateful task of moulding into form 
The waste around us. Tho quick delving 

spade 
Upturns the fresh and odorous earth. The rake 
Smooths the plump bed, and in their furrow- 
ed g^ves 
We drop the seed. The robin stops his woriL 
Upon the apple-bough, and flutters down 
Stealing, with oft check 'd and uplifted foot. 
And watchful gaze bent quickly either side. 
Toward the fafl'n wealth of food around the 

mouth 
Of the light paper pouch upon the earth. 
But fearful of our motions, off he flies 
And stoops upon the grub the spade has 

thrown 
Loose from its den beside the wounded root. 
Days pass along. The pattering shower faUt 

down 
And then the warming sunshine. Tinv clifts 
Tell that the seed has turned itself and now 
Is pushing up its stem. The verdant pea 
Looks out, the twin leaPd scallop'd radish 

shows 
Sprinkles of green. The sturdy bean displays 
Its jaws distended wide and slightly tongu'd. 
The down^ cucumber comes out, the com 
Upshoots its close wrapp'd spike, and on its 

mound 
The young potato sets its tawny ear. 
Meanwhile the frait trees gloriously have 

broke 
Into a flush of lieauty, and the gmpe 
Casting aside, in peels, its shrivell'd skin. 
Shows its soil fur^ leaf of delicate pink. 
And the thick midge-like blossoms round 

diffuse 
A strong delicious fragrance. Soon along 
The trellice, stretch the tendrils shaiply 

prong'd 
Clinging tenacious with their winding rings 
And sending on the stem. A sheet of bloom 
Then decks the earden, till the summer g[lows 
Forming the penect fruit. In showery nights 
The fire-fly glances with its pendant lamp 
Of greenish gold. Each dark nook has a 

voice : 
Whilst perfume floats on every wave of air. 
The com lifts up its bandrols long and slim. 
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The Forest Tree--^ Walk to Tivoli. 



The cucumber has overflowed its spot 
With massy verdure, whilst the yellow squash 
Looks like a trumpet midst its giant leaves; 
And as we reap the rich fruits i>f our care 
We bless the God who rains His eifts on us, 
Making the earth its treasures rich to yield 
With slight and fitful toil. Our hearts shouki 

be 
Ever but harps to send unceasing hymns 
Of thankful praise to One who fills all space, 
And yet looks down with smiles on lowly 

Man. 



THE FOREST TREE. 

Bropp'd by the wind-kiss'd parent-spray. 

The glossy acorn whence its birth ? 
Down trodden by the rabbit, lay 

Forming within the forest earth. 
Urged by its secret principle 
At length from out its perish 'd shell, 

It sought the light and air; 
And by the nibbling fawn unseen 
Its downy twin-leatM stem grew green, 

And T05e a sapling there. 

Its roots stretch'd out — its branches spread — 
Thicken 'd its trunk, until on high 

Cover'd with leaves, its loAy head 
Made fretwork of its spot of sky. 

A wand the robin bent, now stood 

The giant monarch of th<f wood, 
^ Where paus'd the eagle's flight; 

Once trembling at the slightest breath, 

It now scarce deign 'd to stir, beneath 
Ilie tempest's fiercest might. 

The deer, amid its cool green ^oom, 

Sought refuge from the noontide heat. 
And sounding in its leafy dome 

The thresher's warbled notes were sweet. 
The sunbeams scarce could find their way 
Through its thick screen, their dots to lay 

Upon the roots below. 
That wreath *d deep mossy nooks, where led 
The quail her brood, when Winter spread 

His chilling robes of snow. 

And Nature's jewels — radiant thinirs 

Loved the g^en sylvan place — the bee 
Turning to harps its quivering wings. 

With arrowy straightness sought the tree. 
FkMted the yellow butterfly 
A wandering spot of sunshine, by, 

And, nestling mid its moss, 
The sky-ting'd violet's fairy cup 
Its draught of fragrance ofier'd up 

To airs that stole across. 

Its branches form'd the panther's lair 
When waiting for his deadly leap, 

And in its hollow 'd trunk, the bear 
Coil'd his black form in torpid sleep. 

Ages of Springs renew 'd its crown, 

Ages of Autumns cast it down. 
Till heaps on heaps were strown; 

XJcheos erapt up its farrowd side. 



Its very race of eagles died. 
But still it heU Ss throne. 

But its time came — ^its figure droop*d. 

Leaves came no more in vernal days. 
And threads of pale men moss were loop'd 

Around its diy andshrivell'd sprays. 
It stood, a spectre gaunt and bare, 
Reaching a crooked arm in air 

To court the lightning's dart; 
Until the tempest stoop 'd, and cast 
Its red sulphureous bolt at last. 

And scorch 'd it to the heart. 

Then as the gust came whirling round, 

It shook from root to pinnacle. 
And headlong, to the echoing ground 

It hurtling, crashing, thundering fell. 
Melting away, the fractur'd trunk 
To a ^een moss-mound slowly sonkt 

Until the soil crept o'er. 
And by its solemn mystery 
Took to itself the stately tree, 

Which once it proudly bore. 



A WALK TO TIVOLI. 

The clouds are floating siWer, and the sinr 
So pure, the sight seems piercing up to He^ 

ven. 
Distance has hush'd the city's ceasless din; 
And now the warble of the robin sounds 
From the near orchard, and the patriarch 

trees, 
Shading the quaint old mansion with their 

leaves, 
And eloquent with the memories of one 
Upon whom smil'd the angels, fix the eye. 
Southward the river gleams— a snoivy sail 
Now gliding o'er its mirror — ^now a track 
Tossing with foam, displaying on its eourse 
The graceful steamer with its flag of smoke. 
Slopes swelling up in giant terraces 
Dotted with trees, or purpled with thick 

woods. 
With scatter 'd roofs, and seam'd with wind- 
ing roads. 
Frame this rich, beautiful picture to the East. 

We leave the wheel- throng'd thoroughfare; 

to the left, 
Fresh springs the summer grass, and light 

and soft, 
It sinks beneath the footfall. Merrily 
Dances the streamlet mid its sloping banks, 
Now bright with dazzling jewelry, and now 
Dark'nin^ with leafy coverts; mark yen bird^ 
Dipping its head and scattering silvery dr6ps 
By the quick flutterings of its tiny wings. 

The quiet glade is pass'd — the forest spreads 
Its lealy wall, and m it winds the path. 
Thick branches like a roof are stretch'd o*er* 

head. 
Through which the sunshine falls In broken 

streaks, [diad« 

And rains in golden sprinkles; hers, tte 



The bland. 
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It skeCch'd in faocifal kcewoik. hiding 

•caic« 
The chirping cricket; while itf dense black 

mass 
Would shelter, there, the partridge. Momj 

roots 
Are coii'd around like seipents, and the fem 
Shows its rich fluted wreath mid witherM 

leares 
And sear red hemlock fringes, giving Earth 
Her principle of life ; with quick shrill chirp, 
Darts the stripM squirrel in hb fortiess-bush, 
LeaTing his acorn to my crashing foot. 
The odor of the dead wood scents the air, 
And the soil winnowing wind comes stealthilj 
Breathing of sassafras. 

The branchinr path 
Here, to the upland winds, there, phmges 

down 
The sheer rough bank, to skirt the curving 

maige 
Of the bnght stream, whose waten pure and 

deep 
Now broaden to a creek, so wide, jron duck 
Skimming its surface, dwindles in the midst 
To a faint speck, and now is k»t to sieht 
Upon its glossy sheet; below, a breatn 
luitht urge the insect on its leaf across, 
So narrow is the passage; here, the oar 
Could fredr dip, the canvass waft the bark 
Before the oreexe loud rushing through the 
pines. 

We leave thA shadowx woods ; a lovely rlade 
Opens upon us, and a deep-toned souna 
Snakes on the ear; it is the organ-voice 
Of the huri'd waters scattetM o'er their 

rocks 
In streaks of plunginfl[ foam, while high above 
The twisted fir tree dants as though to pitch 
HeadUn^ beneath. 

The giade is smooth and green 
[led with flowers, and gay with glancing 



And musical with songs, while on the eye 
The ripplet cast quick daito of blinding Ijght 

Oh, for the raven-hair'd and daik-eyed one! 
To make this radiant scene more Mautiful 
With her sweet presence; the bright sunshine 

then 
Woukl glow more brightly, and this forest- 



Bm«ike Mt a ddMr ftagraoGO ; (he gmen 

Would rise up g r e en er from her fairy tiead, 
Andl would DO in heaven; a star would then 
Oild my heart's depths with pure and holy 

And in the sold bright beaming from her eye 
My spiiit would find hope« and Joy, «nd 
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THE ISLAND. 
Upon a narrow riverUSat, , 

The sunset falls in streaking glow, 
Here, the mown meadow's velvet plat. 

And there the buckwheat's scented snow. 
A cluster of low roofs is prest 
Against the mountain's leaning breast. 
But each rude porch is closM and barr'd: 

For tenderest Youth and Age alone 
Are left those humble roofii to guard. 

Till Day resumes his blazing throne. 

Where deepest shade the forest flings. 

The hunters seeks that forest's game; 
Untiring as flie eagle's wings, 

Of dauntless heart and iron fnme. 
The sparkling Beaverkill beside,* 
Benighted in their wandering^ wide, 
Thev meny dress the slaughter'd deer. 
And make the twilight ring with cheer; 
Now chorus of the woods— now tide 
Of panther-fight and Indian-trail, 
Till the rude group, the campfire round. 
Couch, with their rifles, on the ground. 

Where wide the branch-link'd river spreadi. 

Near rapids swift, a fairy isle. 
Three leajnies above those mountain-Aeds, 

Looks Gke a sweet perpetual smile. 
The muskmt burrows m its sides, 
Down its steep banks the otter sUdei, 
The splendid sheldrake, floating, feedi 
In his close haunts amidst the reeds; 
Around its sandy points, dl dav. 
Watches and wades the crane fot prey; 
While show its shaUows lily-rebes 
Of heart-shaped leaves and golden globes. 

Above the mountain hamlet, fade 
Eve's tints, and darkness spreads its shade ■■ 
Their pointed tops the cedars rear, 
Against the starfight bright and clear. 
Then come the many sounds and sigfati 
Usual in forest summer^ights; 
At intervals the flitting brMse 
Drews soft low sobbings from the treea. 
From the deep woods in transient float. 
Tinkles the cross-bill's double note— 
The wakeful frog, unceasing, groans. 
Twang the musquito's hungry tones. 
And echoing sweetiv, on the hill. 
Whistles the sorrowji^ whippoorwiO — 
From the cleft pine IIm ^y owl hoots. 

Swells from tne swamp die wolPs long czy^. 
And, now and then, a meteor shoots 

And melts within the spangled sky. 
The fire-fly opes and diuts its gleam. 

The cricket chirps^-the tree toad crows. 
And haik! the cougar's distant scnam 

Afar the mountam echo throws. 

What forms are those that crouch and ^mp 
Around thosf roofs of happy deep? 
The dim light falling from the skj, - 
Displays the tomahawk and knliRI j 
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Awake, awakls within that lie 

In guardless reit, and arm for strife ! 
In vain — before each \oYf\y porch 
The savage grasps his glaring torch. 
One moment — then the war- whoops swell 
Wild, fierce, terrific, yell on yell. 
With blood cold curdline to the heart. 
The inmates from their slumbers start; 
They wake, to hear the climbing flames 
Roaring around their dwelling-frames. 
To see within the ruddy glare. 
The fierce foe mocking their despair. 
The mother clasps her shrivelling child 
And shrieks her anguish shrill and wild, 
In strangling wreaths the old sire dies, 
They hush the maiden^s frantic cries, 
And matron gray and youthful bride. 
Bum in slow toiture side by side. 

What mean those clouds of rising smoko 

That streak the morning's daupled sky ? 
Alas, the ghastly sight that broke 

Upon each hunter's home-turn *d eye! 
A heap of smouldering ashes now 
Is seen beneath the mountain's brow. 
While cinder'd bones and limbs round spread. 
In blackened fragments tell the dead. 

Another sunset crouching low 

Upon a rising pile of cloud, 
Bathes high the island with its glow. 

Then s&inks behind its gloomy shroud. 
From the sweet isle, loud chant and shout 
Upon the heav^ air ring out; 
RoUinj^ the twilight hours along 
In omes fierce, of dance and song, 
The Indian warriors celebrate 
Their last night's deed of vengeful hale — 
Until, the deep and frequent bowl 
Has drown'd in sleep each savage soul. 

Trees plume the islet's utmost bound, 
And tangled brushwood clothes the g^und; 
The leaves hang wilted on the sprays 

Bj the fierce drought of August dried. 
Until a spark might whelm in Dlaxe 

That fairy iskt's forest pride. 

Deep niiidnight — ^loud the storm-winds roar; 

Tiie hunters to the maigin drew; 
And every brawny shoulder bore 

The burthen of a lieht canoe. 
What though on high nefore the blast, 
The clouds, like saole waves, roll past. 
They scorn the tempest's howling rage ; 
Thoughts not of fear their minds engage, 
But £ep revenge on those that shed 
Such bitter sorrow on their head. 

The bftiks are launch 'd^Chey plunge and 



Like bubbles on the swells are < 
But strong arms urge their flight across. 

The hunters reach the isle at last. 
They listen-rloud the ceaseless crash 
With which the rapids onward dash; 
And deep the stem and steady roar 



Of the thick pines on either shore; 
But on the isle, no human sound 
Blends with the tempest's voices round. 
Exhausted with their orgies, prone 
On earth each savage form is thrown, 
With not a guardian eye to keep 
Its watch above that helpless sleep. 

At narrow spaces round the isle 
Each wary hunter rears his pile; 
Form'd of the leaves and branches cast 
Beneath in myriads by tlie blast. 
The loose dfy masses stand on high. 
The smitten flints the sparks supply ; 
The kindled flames like lightnings leap, 
A furnace seems each glowing l^ap, 
And guided by the light, once more. 
The barks are pointed to Uie shore. 

Through the thick smoke break streaks of red 
To lurid masses quick they spread. 
Each tree points up, a crimson spire, 

Beneath fierce rolling^ surges gleam 
Until a glaring isle of nre 

Crackles and roars upon the stream. 
Keen ears are listening on the shore 
With vengeful joy to Uiat dread roar. 
And watchful eyes beholding there 
Those billows tossing in the air. 
Once to their sight a figure came, 
Wrapp'd in a sheet of clinging flame, 
And with a shrill and horrid scream, 
Plung'd headlong in the dashing stream. 

Morn glows— there is a brooding paH 
Over that islet shrouding all — 
The pigeon from his perch on shore 
His monotone coes o'er and o'er — 
The thresher in the tamarack 

Calls echo up in varied sound. 
And gliding on his runway-track 

The shy deer seeks his grazing'-ground. 
Tones on the sprays, scents on the winds, 
Each thing of Nature, pleasure finds 
In the bright beams— the sweet bland 

Save that black smoking isle 
Changed to a wast« of deep despair 

From its sweet radiant smile. 



THE PIONEER. 

Through the deep wilderness, where tcaree 

the sun 
Can cast his darts, along the winding path 
The Pioneer is treading. In his gmsp 
Is his keen axe, that wondrous instniment. 
That like the fabled talisman, transforms 
Deserts to fields and cities. He has l^ft 
The home in which his eariy years were 

pass'd. 
And led by hopje, and firM by energy, 
Has plunged within the forest there to plant 
His destiny. Beside some rapid stream 
He rears nis log-wall'd cabin. When tlia 

chains 



The Freskei. 
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of winter fetter Nature, and no sound 
Disturbs the echoes of the dreary woods, 
Save when some stem cracks sharply with 

thefiost. 
Then merrily rings his axe, and tree on tree, 
Crashes to earth; and when the long keen 

night 
Mantles the wilderness in solemn gloom, 
Re sits beside his ruddy hearth, and hears 
The wolf fierce snarling at his cabin door 
Or through the lowly casement sees his eye 
Gieam l&e a burning coal. 

Spring's out post, March, 
(Before the woodsnows melt,) with warm 

bright days 
And frosty nights, calls up the kindly sap 
From the bani-maple's roots; with care he 

wounds 
The seamy bark, and drop by drop wells out 
The sweet and limpid fluid, and nis art 
Fashions the rich dark sugar. 

Now in piles 
The prostrate trees are dmwn, and upward 

flash 
The Mlovf fires; and when the fiery storm 
Has died in ashes, and the earth has cool'd, 
His voice sounds cheeriy as the the gliding 

plough 
Toms the loose soil between the blacken'd 

stumps. 
Then to the kindly earth and elements 
Is left the harrow'd seed. Time passes on, 
And rich green tinges show the rising grain. 
And when the autumn film is in the air, 
Stalks long and slender rippling to the 

breeze, [toil 

And nodding, plump with wealth, reward the 
Of the unwearied sower. The low bam 
Receives the tawny loads, whilst in the fields 
Points the hay-barrack. As the gradual 

smile 
Thus steals, with brightening change, o'er 

Nature's face. 
From the far settlement be brings in joy 
A partner to his hearth. Years roll along. 
Where stood the hut, a vhite-wall'd cottage 

DOW 

Looks through its screen of roses. Mea- 
dows stretch 
With grain fields round. A village clusters 

near. 
In whose broad street is heard a mingled din 
Of saw and hammer, wagon-wheel and 

voice. 
By the swift streamlet hums the busy mill. 
And whirrs the bustling long-tooPd factory. 
As the low sinking sun with magic brush 
Points the rich scene in stripes of black and 

gold. 
Beneath the tree, where, through the first 

long night 
He slept «ipon the spot, his watch-fire bkz'd 
To guard him from the panther, smiling sits 
The white-hair'd Pioneer, while nwnd him 
throng 



Manhood and youth, and merry infancy. 
Those whom his parent-hand had rear'd, and 

those 
That call him grand sire. Far and wide be 

sees 
The wonders he has caus'd: the bloom — 

the life— 
Which ^lanc'd in broken visions through his 

brain 
That night beneath the branches : and as dips 
The sun within the west, he humbly hopes 
His sun will sink as gently to the tomb. 
And riM as brightly to eternal day. 

The Soirit of our land, personified, 
Is the bold Pioneer : that Spirit strong 
And restless, which hath roow'd its sinewy 

way 
Through the deep forests, since the first tree 

stoop 'd 
To the shaqi axe blow. Onward still it 

moves. 
The Mississippi long hath heard its song. 
The dark Missouri in her windings far 
Hath borne its bark. Across the boundless 

plains 
That roll their billows to '* The Shining 

Heights," 
It wandering treads. The sentry prairie- 
dog 
Alarms the burrow 'd city with his cry 
At its approaching form. The wild Pawnee, 
Borne like the wind upon his fiery steed. 
Spearing the bu£hlo, with wonder sees 
Its brow of ashy-hue. The trapper rude 
Snarinjj; the beaver by its lonely pond. 
Melts into tears as accents he l»a known 
In boyhood, meet his ear. 

The snowy peaks 
Aro pass'd, and still it straggles dauntless on. 
Following the sun, till broad Pacific's breast 
Shall gird its progress, and proclaim its 

bounds. 

THE FRESHET. 

A LEGEND OF THE SEULWAmX. 

March hath unlocked stern Winter's chain, 

Naturo is wrapp'd in misty shrouds, 
And ceaselessly the dronching rain 

Drips from the gray sky-mantlmg ckwds; 
The deep snows melt, and swelling rills 
Pour through each hollow of the hula; 
The river trom its rest hath risen, 
And bounded from its shattered prison; 
The huge ice-fragments onward dash 
With grinding roar and splintering crndi; 
Swift leap the floods upon their way. 

Like war-steeds thundering on their path, 
With hoofs of waves and manes of spray 

Restrainless in their mighty wrath. 

Wild mountains stretch in towering pride 
Along the river's either side; 
Leamg between it and their walls 
Narrow and level intervals. 
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When Summer glows, how sweet and bright 
Tlie landscape smiles upon the sight! 
Here, the deep golden wheat-fields vie 
With the rich carpets of the ire. 
The buckwheat's snowy mantles, there, 
Shed honied fragrance on the air; 
In long straight ranks, the com uprears 
Its siUran plumes and pennon'd spears, 
The yellow melon, underneath 
Plump ripens, in its yiny wreath: 
Here, the pil'd rows of new-mown grass, 
There, the potato-plant's green mass ; 
All framed by woods — each limit shown 
By zigzag rail, or wall of stone ; 
Contrasting, here, withm the shade, 
The axe a space hath open laid 
Cumber'd with trees hurPd blended down, 
Their yerdure chang'd to wither 'd brown; 
There, the soil ashes-strew 'd and black, 
Shows the red flame's deyouring track ; 
Slim fire-weeds shootine thick where stood 
The leafy monarchs of tne wood: 
A landscape frequent in the land, 

Which Freedom, with her ^ifls to bless, 
Qraspine the axe when sheathing brand 

Hew'd from the boundless wilderness. 

The rains haye ceas'd — the straggling glire 

Of sunset lights the misty air ; 

The fierce winds sweep the myriad throng 

Of broken nge^ed clouds along. 

From the rou A saw-mill, where hath rung 

Through all the hours, its grating tongue ; 

The rdlman sallies, as the gray 

Of eyening tells the flight of day. 

And slowly seeks with loitering stride. 

His cabin by the riyer side. 

As twUiffht darkens into n^ht. 

Still dasn the waten in their flight, 

Still the ice- fragments, thick and fast, 

Shoot like the clouds before the blast. 

Beyond — the sinuous channel wends 
Through a deep nairow gor^, and bends 
With curye so sharp, the drifting ice, 

Hurl'd by the flood's tremendous might. 
Piles the opposing precipice. 

And eye^ fragment swells the height; 
Hour after boor uprean the wall. 
Until a banier huge and tall 
Bnasts the wild wayes that ymin opswell 
To oyerwhekn the obstacle: 
They bathe the alder on the yerge. 
The leaning hemlock now they merge. 
The stately elm is dwindlmjr low 
Within the deep engulfing flow, 
Tfll cuib'd thus in Ss headkng flight. 
With its accumulated might. 
The tiyer turning on its track, 
Rolls Its wide-spreading yolumes back. 

Slumben the raflman — through his dream 
Distorted yisioni wildly stream. 
Now In the wood his axe he swings. 
And now his sawmill's jarring rinjn; 
Now his huge raft is shooting swill 
Cochecton's wild, tumultuous rift, 



Now floats it on the ebon lap 

Of the grim shadow 'd Water Gap, 

And now *tia tossing on the swefts 

Fierce dashing down the slope of Wells. 

The rapids crash upon his ear. 

The deep sounds roll more loud and near. 

They fill his dream— he starts — he wakes I 

The moonlight through the casement falls» 
Ha ! the wild sight that on him breaks. 

The floods sweep round his cabin- walls. 
Beneath their bounding thundering shocks. 
The frail k>g fabric groans and rocks; 
Crash, crash! the ice-liolts round it shiyer. 
The walls like blast-swept branches quiyer; 
His wife is clinginp; to his breast. 
The child within his arms is prest, 
He staggers through the chilly flood 
That numbs his limbs, and checks his blood; 
On, on, he striyes — the waters laye 
Higher his form with eyeiy waye, 
They steep hb breast, on each side dash 
The splinter 'd ice with thundering crash, 
A fragment strikes him — ha! he reels. 
That shock in eveiy nerve he feels, 
Faster, bold raftman, speed thy way. 
The wayes roar round tliee for their prey; 
The cabin totters — sinks — ^the flood 
Rolls its mad 8ur|^es where it stood : 
Before thy straimne sight, the hill 
Sleeps in the moonlight, brieht and still. 
Falter not, falter not, strug^e on. 
That eoal of safety may be won, 
Heayfly droops thy wife with fear. 
Thy boy's shrill shriekings fill thine ear; 
Uige, urge thy strength to where out-fling 
Ton cedar branches for thy cling, 
Joy, rafiman joy ! thj need is past. 
The wish'd for goal is won at last, 
Joy, raflman joy! thy quick foot now 
Is resting on the hill's steep brow: 
Praise to high heayen ! each knee is bending. 
Each heart's warm incense is ascending, 
Praise to high heaven! each humble prayer 
Oh, finds it not acceptance there.' 



ONNAWAH. 

Off from Man's crowded haunts, his toils tad 

cares. 
And ineaa ambitions. In the deepeat cora 
Of the free wiMemess, a crystal sheet 
Expands its mirror to the trees that crowd 
Its slopittff bovden. Oft in life's green sprinf 
Hath ray foot wandered to its lovely doe. 
That Nature's purity might cleanse my heait 
From stains of human contact, as a wind 
Clean from the sky its clouds. 

A mora in Juno. 
A hood of gmy is o'er. The waten sleep 
A plain of glass. Throogfa the thick heavj 

air 
Far echoes ring. A dampness slight, Ihn 

steals 
Across the brow, foretells the misty rain 
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From the coM East. With swift and glad- 
some step 
1 bend my waj to where upon a bank 
Stands a nide hut of logs. Black stamps 

ere round, 
The red-stemmed buckwheat straggling up 

between, [stalks. 

And the bright lye slim lengthening into 
Here dwells an aged hermit of the wild. 
His keen bkck eje and tinted skin proclaim 
An Indian fountain to his blood; and taught 
By Nature only, here his days have passed. 
His linden-scooped canoe is launched, and 

forth 
We glide upon the lake. Each paddle-dash 
Wakens an echo; quick the slender pike 
Shoots from the surface like a scaly dart. 
His splashing fall loud smiting on the ear; 
Wldlst breaking bubbles tell of finny sports 
On ererT hand. Within the mottled depths. 
Along the side of our canoe, dark backs 
Glance like swift phantoms. Off a long low 

point 
Without the net of lily-stems, we drop 
The anchoring stone, and through the light- 
winged houia 
We ply our sport. The sunset glows, and 

then 
As wearied we recline, the old man tells 
The legend of the lake. 

" Long years ago. 
An aged Indian with his only son 
Dwelt in yon hut. The last of that great 

tribe, 
That kindled once their fires upon the spot 
Where the twin branches of the Delaware 
Glide into one, and in their language called 
Chihocken, or the meeting of the foods. 
Bright was this lake togmy-haired Onnawah, 
As those pure waters that the mind oil sees 
In the far spirit-land. The old bald pines 
Stood for his fathers; in the winds he beard 
The voice of her long perished, and the 

flowers 
Seemed smiling with hu children's merry 

looks. 
His son, I say, was all that now remained 
Of his once crowded lodge. 

One Autumn mom 
That son departed on a distant hunt. 
With broken rifle-lock he homeward bent 
His steps, and now upon a hill he paused 
To rest him from his toil. Beneath him lay 
The placid kke, so near, the fanning wind 
Could waft his lightest crest-plume on its 

face. 
In the blue western smoke the beamless sun 
Was plunging, and the red tints of the lake 
Were paling into gray. Off this same point 
The sire was seated in his baric canoe. 
Luring the hungry pike. The old man's 

form 
Was touched by one slant rar that melted off 
E^n as flie son gaied on him. Sweet and 

stffl 



The peaceful scene, as though the holy smile 
Of the Great Spirit hallowecfit. The son 
Felt his heart swell, and low he kneeled to 

(>less 
His Manitou that he had still a site. 
Hark! a sharp cracking sound! a rifle-shot 
From the twin'd shore beneath. He started 

up. 
His sire had fallen with breast athwart the 

side 
Of the down-slanted berk; a tinge of blood 
Was on the glassy water. With a shout 
Of taunting triumph, forth a figure sprang 
From a deep thicket. At one glance the 

son 
That figure knew— a pale- face, who had lost 
The inmates of his hearth by one fierce 

sweep 
Of torch and tomahawk, but wielded not 
By those who had a kindred drop in veins 
Of sire or son; no, no — ^I swear it, youth. 
By the Great Spirit. But the pale-face Tow'd, 
Vowed to his God his stem revenge should 

seek 
All, all of Indian race. The son, I say. 
Knew the quick leaping form, and down he 

dashed 
With heart all flame, and feet like daitiqg 

win». 
Hie ruthless murderer had pluns^ed within 
The ruflled water, and I — he — ^me son 
Leaped ia his rippling track. His hand had 

touched 
The sacred head of mv — the sire, with knife 
Keen for the scalp, out now the son was 

there. 
With one strong grasp I tore him from his 

hold 
And cluched his throat; twice, twke I lelt 

the thrill 
Of his cold (Heicing knife, but in my gnap 
My strength was centred. Out his eyeballs 

strained — 
Ha! ha! black grew his swelling featimt, 

forth 
His i{uivering tongue was thrust— 4ia! ha! 

his form 
Writh'd like a snake's. With one hand 

then I seized 
His streaming hair, as I this lock, and bent 
His head down deep within the splashing 

waves. 
Till shudderings shook no more his nerveless 

frame. 
And the quick globules no more gmgled up 
To the red surface. Loosened ftom my 

clutch 
Diooping, he sank, whilst to the roekiBg 

side 
Of the canoe that heU the father's form. 
The son— youth, have I said 'twas I!— then 

clung. 
And climb'd, though Minting with hii 

wounds, within. [1<m^^ 

The poM was Bear» imI 1 
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He slowly won his way, till o'er the sand 
He drap;ged, with staggering steps, his stiff* 

emng sire. 
And placed him in a pit an upturned pine 
Had nollowed ; heaped the form with wither- 
ed leaves, 
And then sank down to die. But nU so 

willed 
Had the Great Spirit. A young hunter found 
The bleeding form, bound up the wounds, 

and bore 
The sufferer to the hut, and o'er him watched, 
Till life again ran freely in his veins. 
His sinews braced, within a fitting grave 
The sire found rest. Youlh, see'st thou yon 

green mound, 
O'er which the laurel hang^ its chalice- 
flowers ? 
There sits gray Onnawah, with calumet 
And knife and hatchet, waiting till the son 
Shall join him, and together the^ commence 
Their brierless journey to the spirit-land." 



THE HUNTER'S FLIGHT. 

Sultry and close was the noontide air 
In the August heats that were burning there; 
No cloud sent its shade, and no wind its sis^h. 
To the thirsty earth, through the brassy sky; 
E'en droop'd in the depths of the forest 

bowers 
The shriyelling leaves and the shrinking 

flowers; 
And faintly, and slowly, the Hunter strode 
By the blaze-tree and moss of hid lonely road. 

He saw, as he look'd through his narrow 

bound. 
But a red haze mantling each object around 
So thick, that his footfall nearly trod 
On the blacksoake basking along the sod. 
And touch 'd with his rifle the rabbit that 

crouch 'd 
More close in the bush where it tremblingly 

couch 'd; 
The gossamer motionless hung from the spray 
Where the weight of the dew-drop had torn 

it away, 
The rock, by the aspen, was not more still 
Than those delicate leayes an air whisper 

could thrill. 
And the seed of the thistle, that whisper could 

swing 
Aloft on its wheel, as though borne on a 

wing. 
When the yellow bird seyer'd it dipping 

across, 
Its soft plumes unruffled, fell down to the 

moss. 
The foot of the Hunter sunk deep in the mass 
Of green slime, which late gosh'd a clear 

brook, through the gras^; 
And on, as he stnigglM, his breath came 

thick. 
And hu Kmbs tamM hmi, and Us spvit sick. 



Upon a prostrate mossy trunk 
At length the toil worn Hunter sunk. 
The insect's whirring clarion wound 
Up fnrni the grass, with lulling sound, 
The quail's ouick whistle echoed clear 
From the red buckwheat*sUibble near; 
The drowsy murmur of the bee. 
The biid's low twitter from the tree. 
His beating pulses sooth'd, till sleep 
Stole on his eyelids, sweet and deep. 

Dreams hold their empire now, 
In the cool stream his lip is revelling deep. 
Bound his hot skin the t>almy breezes creep. 
Until the cUmniy hair stirs lightly on mn 
brow. 

Now on the mountain ledxe 
With his fleet hound he tracks the flying 

deer. 
And now, with its loud thunders in his ear. 
Urges his skimming bark along the torrent's 
edge. 
Louder and heavier swell 'd the sound. 
It £eem'd to fill the air around. 
And wakening with a start of fear. 
That deep stem roar stil^roet his ear; 
Thick stifling smoke obscur'd his view 
With fiery spots fierce glaring through; 
Up a rock's side he sped hirflight, 
There burst the scene upon his sight. 
An ocean of flame there was blazing and 

roaring, 
And whirhng and surging, swift onward 

was pouring; 
The forest was rocking a d plunging below 
In a gulf, which each fall made more fierce- 
ly to glow. 
The tallest trees melted away like a breath 
As those waves circled on, full of horror 

and death; 
And the ground seem'd to crumble, whil« 

high over all. 
Dense, black, and gigantic, smoke hung* 

like a pall. 
As onward this cataract awful career'd. 
The scene to the terrified Hunter appear'd. 
Like a demon arous'd, marching on in his 

ire. 
With trumpet of thunder and banner of fire. 

An instant gaz'd the Hunter there 

The instant whelm'd in deep despair. 

Then bounding, he flew on his footstep oi 

wind 
Fnim the flames, that more fiercely com* 

rolling behind. 
Red gleams were darting o'er his head. 
Like rain, the coals were round him shed. 
And a huffe pine beside him thunder'd, 
Blindii^ hb sight with fragments sunder'd. 
As swifter speeds he, wing'd with fear. 
Hark! piercing howls come swelling near. 
With jaw of foam, and skin scorch'd black. 
And rolling eye, and bristling back. 
Tearing his flesh with pain and wiatb. 
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A panther bounds along his path. 

But now, quick sitrery sparklet break 
Upon his e^O) the lake — the lake — 
Bunts to his view, oh! cool and tweet 
The waters gurgle at his feet: 
One plun^ in their crystal —-the Hunter laves 
His feverish limbs in the laughing waves, 
And he cleaves his way to tl^ refuge before. 
Where the forest stands green on the oppo* 
site shore. 

On the moist soft verdure the Hunter bends. 
His incense of thanks for his safety ascends. 
To the brink of the lake yawns the red abyss, i 
Like serpents the flames on its edges hiss. 
But a gleam flashM o'er, more quick and 

keen 
Then the dart of the blaze in that burning 

scene. 
And a sound roU'd by, more stem and deep 
Than the roar of that element's wildest sweep; 
Twas the frowning storm cloud's voice and 

eye 
Spreading his mantle across the sky. 
In thick gray sheets pour'd the drenching 

rain, 
And the flames shrunk back with their greedy 

train. 
Now cowering low, and now flashing high 
With a fitful start, to sink down and die. 
Still more fierce and more fiist dash'd flie 

rain, till attir'd 
In his shroud of thick smoke, the red Demon 

expirM. 

INDIAN CORN. 
When the warm sunshine and the southern 

wind 
Have ting'd the russet of the basking hills. 
And made warm sheltered nooks grow hourly 

green; 
When buds swell on the boughs, and under 

banks. 
The eye is sweetly startled by tlie sight 
Of the white violet, where, the day before, 
Its slender stem was hidden in the moss; 
Gome to the field where swifl the rich dark 

soil 
Is curling into ridges, as the share 
Tears on its way. The lawny furrows now 
Fill the wkie space. The yellow seeds are 

dropp'd. 
And the soft mounded earth is covered p'er. 
Sungleams and rainstreaks braided, hourly 

giye [the field. 

Then generous influence. Once more to 
Points of deep green are bristling on their 

bills, [shoots. 

The infant plants. Each day rears up the 
Loud cawings fill the air, as from the wood 
The thievish flock, swift flying, stoops betow; 
And then black shapes aie scattered midst 

the green. 
Strutting and croaking, busily tearing up 



The tender roots; whilst slow along the fence 
The stealing farmer with his ready gun. 
Eyes keen his hoped for piey. Butlo! a 

croak ^ [wing 

From some high rail, and on broad skimming 
Darts the whole flock, with guttural chorus, 

off 
Just as the gun is aiming. Next the dawn 
Falls gray and indistinct, upon a shape 
Gaudily deck'd within the cornfield's midst. 
Nodding its limbs to every breath of air. 
The crow commander, from the hemlock's 

top [er height 

Ejres the stnnge form askance . From g^at- 
Slill looks, and as the object ^et remains. 
Leads off" his legions to the neighboring field. 
But now, the tall slim stalks put forth long 

leaves, 
And as the summer brightens to its prime, 
Their heads are tipp'd with plumes, and 

from their sides. 
Fringes of vellow silk and longjgreen cones 
Proclaim the swelling ears. Tne burning 

sun [stalks 

Pours down its withering fire, and up the 
Still rise, the fringes deepen, and the ears 
Grow rounder, wmlst the buckwheat, in the 

heat. 
Is shrivell'd, and turns black. 

Bright Autumn comes. 
The tops are severed and the crackling 

sheaths [set g^ni 

Show through the frequent rents, the thick 
Glaz'd into flinty gold. A few more da^s. 
And then brown stacks, the stubble spotting, 

tell 
The labor of the reaper. Soon the barn 
Groans with the toil-woD treasures. When the 

blasts 
Of chill November warm that Winter stem 
And fierce, is on his way, and fitfully 
Snow specks the harsh gray air, the freeciiig 

Night, 
StifTening the frame of nature, knits anew 
The social ties within the kitchen-walls 
Lit only by the glow from out the jaws 
Of the huge fire- place, with the ruddy gbiams, 
Dancing on flitches from the nAers hung — 
On pumpkins rang'd in rows along the floor. 
And on the pile of maize-ears ; merrily 
The husking group of youths and maidens 

ply [jeat 

Their sportive toil, loud laughing, as the 
Flies li^tly round; while with a placid 

smile. 
Old age looks on, and in its happiest glee, 
Childnood sports round, pursumg now with 

shouts 
The frisking kitten, doubling up the ears 
Of the ohl crouching do^, or seeing through 
The window-pane the crimson ^antoro-face 
Quivering upon llie gloom witiiottt, awe- 
struck 
Into brief silence. Thns the boors past by, 
Until the music of Hie violin 
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Tells that the work is o'er, the dance besnu. 
Then jolts the lieaTv waffon o'er the road, 
To the red mill, beapM op with rounded 
hags, [out 

And soon the golden floor pours warm mm 
The busy hopper. Now the precious grain 
Performs its grateful office : food for man. 
It lights the winter hearth with cheerfulness, 
Gladdens the heart, and causes it to raise 
ThanksgiWngs to the Holy One who erants 
Seed-time and harrest to His footstool-earth. 



SKATING. 

The thaw came on with its southern wind. 

And misty drizzly rain. 
Hie hill side showed its russet dress. 

Dark runnels seamed the plain. 
Hie snowdrifts melted off like breath. 

The forest dr^|ied its load. 
The lake, instead of its mantle white, 

A liquid mirror showed; 
h seemed—so soft was the brooding fog, 

So fanning was the breeze — 
TeuM meet with violets in the grass 

And blossoms on the trees. 

But shortly before the sundown. 

The gray and spongy clouds 
Beffan to break aboTe the head. 

And hurry away in crowds; 
The bknd wind shifted to the west. 

Where a stripe of brassy light 
C&owed like the flame of a furnace, 

When the sun had passed from sight. 
And, in the fleeting twilight, cold 

And colder waxed the air [ice, 

Tili 'twas felt on the brow like the touch of 

As the still night darkened there. 

Oh, bitter were the houra! and those 

Who, wakeful, marked them pass. 
Could hear the snap of table and chair 

And ring of breakinf^ fflass; 
Without, thouffh the wind was quiet, 

Crack, cra^, went the maple and oak. 
As if some mighty trampling power 

lliose huge stems downward broke ; 
The yeiy wolf, the fierce |(aunt wolf. 

Though famishing, to his caye 
Crept shriyering l>ftck, nor sought agaiB« 

llie deadly cold to braye. 

And morning glowed with a heartless mn 

And a heayen of harshest blue. 
And an air that pricked and stung the skin, 

As if darts invisible flew; 
But oh the sight, the radiant sight 

That broke upon the eye! 
MillioM of sparkles danced around 

Of eyeiT yaiied dye; 
Hie bourn were steel, the roofs were ileel 

"WfUik Sudkm hangiMr down» 
Blael nye a heUnetto the haw- 

To ibe moantaln-top a eroiWB. 



Hie lake, lar, far it stretched, no gem 

More para» mora clear and bfigSt; 
Solid as iron, and smooth as glass. 

It froze in a single night; 
As sunk the sun, twas a watery wasU 

With ripples upon its gloss; 
As rose the sun, twas a polished plaia 

Thai a steed mtgfat safely cross ; 
How free would glide the skate now. 

Hurrah for a pfoasant day ! 
To the lakesiile, to the lakeside. 

Away, my boys, away ! 

We bind our feet with their steely winga. 

And we launch along in glee. 
Hurrah, hurrah, how swift we go! 

No bird more swift than we ; 
We hiss along our glittering path. 

The banks slide quickly by. 
The trees within spin round and round. 

And aboye is a gliding sky ; 
The eagle is fleet, mil we enyy him not, 

Thoi^ all heayen is his domain, 
He cannot feel more eager joj 

Than we on this glassy puun. 

Beneath us is the mottled ice 

With great white clefts athwart. 
Broke by the lake in its toil to breathe; 

Hark now to the sharp rroort! 
What a rumble is passing aU orer, 

A g^roan so hoUow and deep. 
Surely the lake is rent in twam. 

Each heart nyes feaiful leap. 
No, no, as well might the diamond break 

When ringing to a blow. 
Hurrah! then, onward, onward boys, 

More swift, more merrily go ! 

Our shadows gieam before our track* 

The air hums in our ean. 
The pure, clear air, the mountain air. 

How it braces, how it cheers! 
We cluster in groups, we scatter away. 

We whirl, we rush, we wheel — 
All round are figures of strange deyice 

Engrayed by the flashing steel; 
Again that dismal bellow! 

How the prisoned lake roan out! 
But it cannot escape from its manacle. 

For all its angry shout. 

Ha! why do the foremost in yon race 

Upon their heels lean back ? [froth. 

The ground ice flies from their skates like 

As they stop in their deep cut track; 
We all approach — 'tis a little space 

The lake has burst for air, ^^ 

Spread o'i*r with a film like isinglas s; ^^"l 

Back, back, for death is there t~ 
The miller's boy one year ago. 

Rushed swift on a «>ot lilw this; 
One crack of the brittle ice— om slniak'^ 

And he sank in the ah^. 

Oh cmickty we bmied toward the plict. 



iquickty we hnnied toward 
WOk deadly fear and awe; 



An Jkthmin Lundscofe, 
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Aftr in the ffMsing element 

Hk flniggUni^ fonn we sew. 
Oh qincklj all honied with might end mein. 

For we knew he could not twim. 
But ere the fleetest could reach the spot» 

No aid was there for him; 
We saw his blue and ghastly face 

^ink down in the rippling flood. 
And then we gated on the empty space 

With horror-frocen blood. 

Bat by and by his father came. 

With wild and frenzied look — 
He reached the border of the space. 

And then one leap he took; 
One leap he took, and the waters closed 

In whirls above his head, 
A moment, and he rose to view. 

And in his arms the dead 
Dripmng and drooping and crusted o'er 

With particles of frost. 
And the strong man, weeping, bore awmy. 

His only and his lost. 

We leave the spot— to the outlet bank 

We glide for an instant's rest, 
This 1<^, edged round with crystals, yidds 

A seat upon its breast; 
Our tight hound feet are aching, 

Bat our veins glow warm and free; 
Ha, ha! in that hollow of weak white ice, 

Joe tumbles to his knee ! 
Bat look to the icy lace-work 

That b fringed around the bank ! 
And see, how the froien rushes stand 

In sparkUng jeweled rank \ 

Again away — ^but the sun has sunk — 

And the west, what a gorgeous view! 
An orange base, red, green and gray. 

Thence deepening up to blue; 
And now, low flying to their woods, 

Those distant crows, whose eaws '> i -k/^x <» 
Have faintly touched the ear, are lost. 

As closer the twilight draws; 
And now dark nieht, dark stany night. 

For It it but a brief delay 
From the golden tip of the loftiest pine 

To the arch of the milky way. 

Dark nio^ht, dark starry night, and above 

How bright the clusten glow! 
Here steadily burning orbs, and there 

One sheet of twinkling snow. 
The bank is a mass of frowning gloom, 

And the ice just (ives to view 
A few star ^immeiuin at our feet, 

Then shrinks in danness too. 
But what care we for the daikness. 

For the shalk>ws of the lake 
Are spotted round with stumps, and there 

Our bonfires will we wake. 

Red sparkles dance, from the smitten steel. 

On the leaves and sticks we hea|t; 
Humh ! what gloiious pyramids 

Of cker flame upwaid leap! 



What a flawing glow is shed around ! 

The ice in crimson gleams, 
And the dark woods of the outlet 

Are lit up by the beams; 
So bare start out their depths to sight. 

That the moss of the old dead pmes 
Down hanging in flakes from the topmost 
limbs. 

Like golden net-work shines. 

Hark to those fierce but lessening snarls! 

We have frightened some wolf away, 
Some prowling wolf, this freezing night 

On the lookout for his prey; 
Again— there's a crash in tlie forest limbs« 

'Tis a panther's startled spring. 
From the deepest haunt of the wndemess 

His keen shriek soon will ring; 
In the magk circle of this light 

We fear no forest-foe; 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! o'er the blushing ice 

We merrily, merrily go! 

But the hours are wearing into the night. 

Our limbs are in need of rest. 
And hark ! shrill rushing down the lake 

Is a gust from the dread northwest; 
'Tis the first breath of the tempest. 

And mark ! in the spaogled sky. 
Like surges of a gloomy sea, 

Shoot ck>uds ot murkiest dye. 
'Twill be a wild, wild winter night 

Ofbitter hail and sleet. 
But within the walls of our happj homes 

We'll slumber sound and sweet. 



AN AUTUMN LANDSCAPE. 

A knoll of upland, shorn bv nibbling sheep 
To a rich carpet, woven or short gmss 
And tiny clover, upward leads my steps 
By the seamed pathway, and my roving eye 
Drinks in the vassal kindscape. Far and 

wide 
Nature is smiling in her loveliness. 
Masses of woods, green strips of fields, ra- 
vines [hills. 
Shown by their outlines drawn against the 
Chimneys and roots, trees, singM and in 

groups. 
Bright curves of brooks, and vamshmg 

mountain tops 
Expand upon my siglit. October^ brash 
The scene has colored; not with those broad 

hues 
Mixed in his later palette by the frost, 
And dashed upon the picture, till the eye 
Aches with the varied splendor, but in tints 
Left by light scattered touches. Overhead 
There is a blending of cloud, haze and sky; 
A silver? sheet wlm spaces of soft blue; 
A tremoling veil of gauze is stretched 

athwart 
The shadowy hill-sides and dark fonsHknka; 
A inethln([ quiet broods upon the air, 



42 



The Seitler-^The Pine Tree. 



And the faint sunshine winks with drowsiness. 
Far sounds melt mellow on the car: the 

bark — 
The bleat — the tinkle — whistle — blast of 

horn — 
The rattle of the wagon-wheel— the low— 
The fowler's shot— llie twitter of the bird. 
And e'en the hum of converse from the road. 
The grass, with its low insect-tones, appears 
As murmuring in its sleep. This butterfly 
Seems as if loath to stir, so lazily 
It flutters by. In titful starts and stops 
The locust sings. The grasshopper breaks out 
In brief harsh strains amidst its pausing chirps 
The beetle glistening in its sable mail, 
Slow climbs the clover-tops, and e'en the ant 
Darts round less eagerly. 

What difference marks 
The scene from ycster- noontide. Then the sky 
Showed such rich, tender blue, it seemed as if 
»T would melt before the sight. The glitter- 
ing clouds 
Floated above, the trees danced glad below 
To the fresh wind. The sunshine flashed on 

streams, [woods. 

Sparkled on leaves, and laughed on fields and 
All, all was life and motion, as all now 
Is sleep and ouiet. Nature in her change 
Varies each any, as in the world of man 
She moulds the differing features. Yea, 

each leaf 
Is variant from its fellow. Yet her works 
Are blended in a glorious harmony, 
For thus God made His earth. Perchance 

His breath 
Was music when he spake it into life,. 
Adding thereby another instrument 
To the innumerable choral orbs 
Sending the tribute of their grateful praise 
In ceaseless anthems toward His sacred 

throne. 



THE SETTLER. 

His echoing axe the settler swung 

Amid the sea-like solitude, 
And rushing, thundering, down were flung 

The Titans of the wood ; 
Loud shriek'd the eagle as he dash'd 
From out his mossy nest, which crash 'd 

With its supporting bou^h. 
And the first sunlight, leapmg, flash'd 

On the wolPs haunt below. 

Rude was the garb, and strong the frame 

Of him who plied hb ceaseless toil : 
To form that garb, the wild-wood game 

Contributed their spoil; 
The soul that warm'd that frame, disdain'd 
The tinsel, gaud, and glare, that reign'd 

Where men their crowds collect; 
The simple fur, untrimm'd, unstain'd, 

This forest tamer deck'd. 

The paths which wound mid gorgeous trees, 



The streams whose bright lips kiss'd theli* 
flowers. 
The winds that swell M their harmonies 

Through those sun-hiding bowers. 
The temple vast — the green arcade, 
The nestling vale — the grassy glade, 

Dark cave and swampy lair; ^ 
These scenes and sounds majestic, made 

His world, his pleasures, there. 

His roof adom'd a pleasant spot. 

Mid the black logs green glow'd the grain* 
And herbs and plants the woods knew not. 

Throve in the sun and rain. 
The smoke-wreath curling o'er the dell. 
The low — the bleat— the tinkling bell. 

All made a landscape strange, 
Which was the living chronicle 

Of deeds that wrought the change. 

The violet sprung at Spring's first tinge 

The rose of summer spread its ^low. 
The maize hung on its Autumn fnnge. 

Rude Winter brought his snow ; 
And still the settler labor'd there. 
His shout and whistle woke the air. 

As cheerily he plied 
His garden spade, or drove his share 

Along the nillock's side. 

He mark'd the fire-storm's blazing flood 

Roaring and crackling on its path. 
And scorching earth, and melting wood. 

Beneath its greedy wrath ; 
He mark'd the rapid whirlwind shoot. 
Trampling the pine tree with its foot. 

And darkening thick the day 
With streaming Dough and scver'd root, 

Hurl'd whizzing on its way. 

His gaunt hound yell'd, his rifle flash'd. 

The grim bear hush'd its savage growl. 
In blood and foam the panther gnash'd 

Its fangs, with dying howl ; 
The fleet deer cea.H'd its flying bound, 
Its snnrlino^ wolf foe bit the ground. 

And with its moaning cry. 
The beaver sank beneath the wound 

Its pond-built Venice by. 

Humble the lot, yet his the race! 

When Liberty sent forth her cry, 
Who throng'd in Conflict's deadliest place. 

To fight — ^to bleed — to die. 
Who cumber'd Bunker's height of red. 
By hope, through weary years were led. 

And witness 'd Yorktown's sun 
Blaze on a Nation's banner spread, 

A Nation's freedom won. 



THE PINE TREE. 

Stem dweller of the mountain ! with thy feet 
Grasping the crag, and lifting to the sky 
Thy naughty crest! Btem warrior kingl thy 
form 



TU Indian's Vigil. 
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Scares deigns to shake, when e'en the 

mighty hlast 
Which the strong eagle fears to stem, swoops 

down 
And breaks upon thee. O'er the glimmer- 
ing chasm 
As lean'st thou, with one giant limb out- 
spread, 
Thj sceptre, and seamed armor on thy breast, 
Who is more grand, more glorious than thou ! 
The headlong torrent pitching at thy base 
Send forth but yassal rumblings, when the 

storm 
Awakes thy thunder, and the puny woods 
Seem like bent saplings when thy towering 

shape 
Swings in its majesty. The lightning's dart 
Hath streaked, but not consumed thee: up- 
ward still 
As the black chariot of the fiend o*er rolls, 
Upward still, warrior-king, thy crest doth 

point. 
And in sublime defiance dost thou fling 
Thy emerald robe from off thy wounded 

breast, 
For other blows to fall, fierce hissing forth 
Thy scorn as flies the tempest. On thy rock. 
Thy throne impregnable, thou hast not 

reigned 
During the lapse of sees, for a blast 
To break thee, or a lightning shaft to clesve 
Thy plumed head to the earth. The hurri- 
cane 
And showers of blazing levin-bolts nlone 
Can hurl thee from thy post of centuries. 

Yet ait thou gentle, monarch of the crag! 
When all is gentle round thee : when the sky 
Is soft with summer, and the sunshine basks 
In lore upon tliy branches; bright- winged 

birds 
Flutter within thy plumes, and make thee gay 
With their sweet songs : the downy-pinioned 

breeze 
Soothes thee, until thou murmurest in a Tolce 
Of blandest music, that u[>on the ear 
Steals like a long drawn sigh. 

As proud thy head 
Bears the wild tempest when its rains are 

launclied 
In slanted phalanx, so when from the west 
The wind tanj lightly, and the puted clouds 
Let the fresh sunshine bound, thy branches 

drop 
Their sprinklings on the blossom hung be- 
neath. 
Till its blue eye is deeper in its blue, 
And floats its sweet breath sweeter, while the 

moss 
That plump and green o'erspread thy iron 

roots. 
Fringed delicate sandals, seem some tryst- 

ing-^ace. 
Where fairy shapes of gold and ebony 
Glaaoe o'er in maiy dances. Wiater bleak 



Howling tlirou^h forests changed to skeletons 
At tho first mimicking breath of Autumn 



As the mere courier of his dread approach. 
Though huriing all his blasts, from thee re- 
coils. 
His fury spent in Tain: not one slight plume. 
No, not the tiniest fibre of thy sprays 
Blanches ur falls; but as thou stood'sl when 

earth 
Leaped living at the blue-bird call of spring. 
Unchanged wilt thou ao;ain her carol hail. 
And tell where passed her timid steps from 

prints 
Of Tiolets and of cowslips. 

Let us mark. 
Proud pine! thou one of myriad instruments 
Through which mysterious solemn Nature 

breathes 
The music of her wisdom in our souls; 
Oh let us mark thy likeness in the world. 
The wondrous worid of man. True Great- 
ness towers, 
A glorious monarch throned on cnggy 

thought, 
Decked in its proud regalia. When the blast 
Of Fortune bursts, it bends not: o'er the 

held 
It spreads its sceptred arm, and weaker souls 
Bow, when occasion wakes its energies 
In all their native glory. Earth's wild storms 
May sweep across it, and their lightnings 

touch 
Its liHed crest, but haughtily it dares 
The scathing wnth, and casts its deepest 

scorn 
At the endeavor baffled. Glorious gifts 
Are not bestowed for every passing cloud 
Of life to lay them darkened in the dust. 

And it is gentle too, when gentle hearts 
Are around it; love for love it freely gires. 
And while it bears the storm upon its head, 
It yields a cherishing care io those that cling 
Unto it for protection. In life's change 
It changes i.ot, but as it smiled in joy. 
So in t& bleak waste of adversity. 
It wears its customed look, and welcomee 

back 
The sunshine of renewed prosperity. 

THE INDIAN'S VIGIL. 

The untouch 'd forest depth display 'd 
Its thick, rich roof of summer shade. 

With sunshine streaming broad across. 
Bathing the hemlock's sloping top. 
And showering mid the elm, to drop 

In golden snots upon the moss; 
Or, slanting tnrough green cleAs, to pass 
In narrow streaks along the grass 

Of some wild tree-notch'd road. 
Whose leafy fretwork, arching high. 
Glimpses of cloud, and dots ot sky. 

The upwani viiioii show'd. 
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Here, xear'd the beech its sprinkled bafk 
Beside the maple's rough and dark, 

And birchen column smooth and gray ; 
There, prostrate on its place of birtli, 
Raising its mass ofclinnng earth 

The wind-fallen wood-land giant lay. 
Wheie, grasping with its knotted wreath 
Of roots, the mound-like trunk, beneath 

In brown wet fragments spread, 
A young usurping saplino: reign'd. 
Nature, Mezentius-like, bad chain'd 

The living with the dead. 

Within the loneliest of the wood. 

When the huge bolls mora scattering stood. 

An area lay of grass and flowers; 
There, the blue violet modestly 
Shrank from the murmuring kissing bee. 

And sweetly in the bordering bowers 
His changing notes the thrasher sung. 
While the gray squirrel's chatterings rung 

At each spray -bending bound. 
And tapping up the mossy oak 
The chequer'd flicker, also woke 

The sylvan echoes roimd. 

An eagle, in this lovely scene, 
Was perch'd upon a hillock green, 

Whera strew 'd remains of bow and spear, 
With here'and there a scatter'd bone. 
Bared by the frost and rain, made known 

An Indian burial-place was here. 
And as he stood, his form stretch 'd high 
And from his keen and martial eye 

Glances around he shot, 
He seem'd, within the halo-light 
With ruffled plumes, and crown of white. 

The monarch of the spot. 

Balancing on his outspread win^. 
At length he look'd as if to spring. 

While higher arch'd his kinglv neck. 
Bustled the leaves— and with a shriek 
He swept up, pointing high his beak. 

And dwindled to a fading speck. 
The next-— an Indian from the wood, 
Stepp'd in that scene of solitude 

And knelt before the mound, ^ 
With kindling eye and solemn air. 
As though, at last, its Mecca there— 

His pDgrimage had found. 

Worn were his moccasins— his trail 
From where the Rocky Mountains' gale 

Ruffles Missouri's farthest source, 
Where herds the bison — prowls the bear. 
And wild horse snufi& the prairie air 

And scours along his curbless course. 
By an undying wish impell'd 
To view the sacred mound, which held . 

The ashes of his race. 
Earth-blended remnants— yet that made 
This lone, green, forest-nestling glade, 

A consecrated place. 

Now wilted by tfie w«st wind'k tigli 
A gray ckud stole teroM Hie sky, 



The |)leasant shower that summer weaves. 
And, with the streaming sunshine blent. 
Its fine and gentle droppings sent 

In patterinfi^ music on the leaves. 
It lifted—and the wind, bequeath'd 
With the fresh forest odours, breath'd 

From every verdant thing. 
The biroh — ^tbe spruce — the sassafras— 
The flower — the herb— the moss — ^the g ra ss 

Crept on with burthen'd wing. 

Sunset, with all its opal hues, 
Glow'd, faded, with the melting dews, 

And o'er the cedar's tapering height 
The young moon bent her brightening bow 
And cast her deepenins^ gleams below. 

As twilight dark en 'd into night. 
Emerging from the pearly sky, 
Open'd each star its sparkling eye. 

Then, red the crescent sank; 
And fire-flies, through the gloom that low- 

er'd. 
Their fitful golden spangles shower'd 

About the outlin'd bank 

The myriad sounds the ear heeds not. 
When sunshine glows — now filled the spot; 

The streamlet spoke in purling flow, 
Murmur'd the leaves— the spider's clock 
Tick'd in some crevice of tne rock, 

Blent with the cricket's chirping low. 
While freauent, from the shiny bog , 
Came the hoarse bugle of the frog 

And night-hawk's downward rush — 
And every brooding pause to fill 
The tree toad's sweet and hollow trill 

Swell'd through this breathing hush. 

What wiere the thoughts that o'er him swept. 
As there, the lone one, vigil kept? 

Did not those bones that fiU'd the mound, 
Shap'd into forms arise, anew. 
Ana gather to his mental view 

Instinct with life, above — ^around! 
The fathers at their council fire. 
The warriors in their battle ire. 

The maidens true and fair; 
And one with fawn-like step and Cjve, 
He thought she was too Toung to die. 

Was «e too smiling there f 

And morning came — the pure cool breeze 
Brought rusUing leaf-tones from the ines, 

Night's purple chang'd to crimson sheen; 
The stars snrunk back — the vapors white. 
That webb'd the branches, took their fligbl, 

And bursts of warblings woke the scene. 
The deer stole timorous to the brook, 
Its drumming wing the partridge shook. 

The darting sunbeams glow'd; 
And sadly from his musing bed 
The faithful Indian rose, to tread 

Again his homeward road. 

Emerging from the forest dim. 
There lay a bitter scene to him. 
Mtadowv, and fieldi, and Tillag* fibres, 



Lucifer. 
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And human g^roaps— he heard the air 
Ring' with the axe— he saw the share 

T^aring^ the earth— the fallow fires 
Eatine the trees— he fiercely tum'd 
And the soil'd earth beneath him spum'd; 

And ne'er, midst waving grain 
And thickening roofs, the Indian found 
That grassy e^lade — that hallow'd mound. 

His nation^s tomb, again. 



LUCIFER. 

••And than wm wmr In hMv«u'*~ilMMla(i«i. 

8on of the morning ! highest of the throngs, 
Standing the nearest to His blazing throne 
Full in its splendors; thou! who casting 

down 
Thy diadem, and shrouding thy bright brow 
Beneath thy bumish'd wing, did'st swell the 

song 
Of" holy, holy, holy," to the Lamb; 
In the wild grandeur of thv matchless crime 
Thou standest with the nerce hot ravenous 

flames 
Wrapping thy form but not consuming it— 
Thy horrid fate forever and forever. 

(%, starred Aiebangel! why didst thou draw 

down 
Upon thy head the anger of thy God ? 
Pandise was around thee, radiant forms 
Bow'd at thy bidding, and thy golden harp 
Was most acceptable to Him. Yet thou. 
Fired by ambition's fiercest, guiltiest flame, 
Uidst daie to laise thv aim in wildest hope 
Against the Lofty One, whose breath was 

tMne; 
One little rav of whose great gloiy made , 
Sablime and glorious as thou wert, thy life. 

The flittering multitude that looked to thee 
As chief amongst them, rush'd to do thv will 
When thy proud flag defiance waved to heav- 
en, [have seen! 
Oh, what a sijrht must that bright heaven 
Foims, a pure God had fashioned tor his will. 
Minds, that were brightened by the wisdom 

tit 
For the givat cycles of Etemitv ; 
Then rose in bold rebellion to His power. 
And stood in haughty daring to His might. 
And thou the loftiest one ! with burning rage 
Towered in the front, with brow late holy — 
ploughed rthy heart 

By cares, sin-born, and thoughts that made 
A nest of stinging serpents — ^3iy bright harp 
Cast from thee, and a gleaming spear instead 
Summoning courage for the battle-burst. 

As the black cloud roll'd round the Al- 
mighty's throne [iti blasts — 
Streak'd with fork'd lij^tnings, swellbg with 
Dimly revealing mid its scowling denth 
8t0m Michael and his band in serried ftont. 



While far, far downward gaped the throat of 

Hell; 
Flames flashing greedily around its verge. 
Didst thou not quail? And when thou saw*st 

thy hosts 
Still cfingiag fondly, faithfully to thee. 
Did not thy conscience smite thee for thy 

crime [Godr 

In whUing them from Him their King and 

But the shock came. A shadow darken'd 

heaven. 
Wild niged the fight. From the black cloud 

shower'd thick 
The red hot bolts upon thy cowering ranks. 
Cowering too late. In vain, in vain, didst 

thou 
Attempt by the steQi trumpet of thy voice 
The rally of thy host. In vam, in vain. 
Didst thou strive fierce to breast the tempest 

On 
Rush'd Michael and his Angels, till the blasts 
Loosen'd in fury, swept thee and thy throng 
Down to the revelling and expectant flames. 

And now thow feel'st thy endless punishment 
Hurl'd from thy throne, thy crown from off 
fliyhead, [ning touch; 

Thy wings scorchM from thee bv His bum* 
Heart seared, and form made hideous to the 

view, 
Thou dwelPst in dreadfid torture. But alai! 
Still, gathering greater stmngth from thy de- 
spair. 
In all the fiendish daring of thy soul. 
Thou liftest thy broad froat and courtest all 
The direst and the fearfulest His wrath 
Can yet inflict. Routed, but not subdued^ 
Still IS that arm, that grasped rebellious ^fmr^ 
Pointed in ceaseless nate and fierce defiance 
At Him who cast thee from thy seat in heav- 
en. 

Thou hast an awful empire. Gorgeous flames 
And skyward smoke, thy mantle and thy 

plume. [hipse 

Torture's keen shrieks thy music, and the 
Of centuries thy pride, that thou canst bear 
Unquailing the deep penalty of that 
Thou knowest, can never, never be forgiven. 
But still the terror of thy stricken crest 
(Oh, that it should be ! what a wreck art thou 
Chiklofa loving God!) is lifted high 
In conquering might, amklst the leeble race 
That crowd with evanescent dust the ball 
Whirling among the nmiad orbs, that fiotm 
A spangled pavement for His glorious feet 
The warrior with Ms wreath sword-reap'd 

infields [woim 

Of sickening slaughter, the base cre^nr 
Whose heart was T)ounded by his hoarded 

Tlie butterfly beauty fluttering in flie glare 
OffasUonandorfl^lerT; tiieia,aUt&m 
Hast thou to fiU thy fcfliingsuliilmMi Malm. 



46 



The Harmony of the Vniverse — Mor€tnnaIi. 



Ply thy fierce tormenU! for thy slaves deserve 

them; 
Roll thy led billows! cast thy piercing hail, 
And hurl thy blasts; they're worthy of them 

all— ^ , 

That awful judgment day will no^spare thee ! 
(Amid the blackened sun and dropping stars 
And shrivelling earth thy sentence will go 

forth,) [hand 

Then spare not them; but with avenging 
Scourge those tliat scouig*d in life the poor 

and weak— [the earth 

Scorch the deep pride from those that walked 
Like gods, not insects, and let man too feel 
Like Siee, the justice of an outraged God, 



THE HARMONY OF THE UNIVERSE. 

God made the world in perfect harmony. 
Earth, air, and water, in its order, each 
With its innumerable links, compose 
But one unbroken chain; the human soul 
The clasp that binds it to His mighty arm. 

A sympathy throughout each order reigns. 
A toucn upon one link is felt by all 
Its kindred, and the influence ceaseth not 
Forever. The mass'd atoms of the earth, 
Jarr'd by the rending of its quivering breast. 
Carry the movement in succession through 
To the extremest bounds, so that the foot, 
Trackin^^ the regions of eternal frost, 
Unknowmg, trends upon a soil that throbs 
With the equator's earthquake. 

The Ull oak. 
Thundering its fall in Apalachian woods. 
Though the stem echo on the ear is lost, 
Displaces, with its g^an, the rings of air. 
Until the swift and subtle messengers 
Bear, each from each, the undulations on 
To the rich palace of eternal Spring 
That smiles upon the Ganges. Yea, on pass 
The quick vibmtions through the airy realms, 
Not lost, until with Time's last gasp they die. 

The crasrg^ iceberg rocking o'er the suige. 
Telling its pathway by its crashins' bolts, 
Strikes its keen teeth within the shuddering 

barii. 
When night frowns black. Down, headk>ng, 

shoots the wreck. 
Lost is the vortex in the dashing waves, 
And the wild scene heaves wildly as before; 
But every particle that whiri'd and foam'd 
Above the groaning, phinging mass, hath 

urged 
Its fellow, and the motion thus beqoeath'd 
Lives in the ripple edging flowery slopes 
With melting lace-woric; or with dimples 

rings 
Smooth basins, where the hanging orange- 

bimnch 
Showers fngimnt snow, and then it niflles on, 
Unitl it sinks upon Etemify. 
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Thus nought is lost in that harmonius chain. 
That, changing momently, is perfect still. 
God, whose drawn brealhs are ages, with 

those breaths 
Renews the lustre. So 'twill ever be. 
Till, with one wave of His majestic arm. 
He snaps the clasp away, and dit>ps the chain 
Again m chaos, shatter'd by its fall. 



MORANNAH. 

Rich sunbeams were glowing. 
Bright streamlets were flowing, 
Fresh breezes were sweeping the Mautiful 
sky; 
But contrast of sadness 
To all this sweet gladness, 
Morannah the chieftain, was outstretched to 
die. 

Through a loop, a dart of flame. 

Shot by sunset, streak 'd the gloom; 
Lit the prostrate warrior's frame. 

Panther robe and eagle plume. 
But the robe was stiff with gore, 

Stain'd and bent the haughty crest; 
Crimson drops were on the floor, 

Oozings of his mangled breast. 

Round the block house where he lay 

Slop'd a knoll of green; 
There the same slant sunset ray 

Lit a festive scene. 
All the village throngs were there; 
Aged men and children fair. 
Hunters in their deerskin dress, 
Just from out tlie wildeiness, 
Settlers with the glittering axe 
At their broad and sturdy backs; 

All rejoicing^ o'er the fate, 
Of that dying man. 

Object long of fear and hate, 
Placed beneath a ban. 

Fierce hunted like a wild beast, driven 

From wood to wood, from glen to glen. 
Now climbing peaks by lightning riven, 
Now crouching in the panther's den. 
Still roam'd the forest-chieftain free. 

Smiling disdain upon the foe. 
Till deepest, foulest treachery, * 
Brought the proud soarmg eagle low. 

Within the block house walls, the mom 
Had seen the hapless warrior borne. 
And now, the first lit-star of night 
Would beam upon his spirit's flight. 

The church's rude belfry, low, yane4opp'd 

and square. 

And the octagon shape of the block house 

between, 

Rob'd rich in the tints that are painted by air. 

The dome rounded head of a mountain was 

seen. 
There in the toil had the eagle been canght. 
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There was the deep damning treacheiy 
«rTOUgbt. 

That mountain's summll Ls a ledge; 

Upon each side a precipice 
So sheer, each tree that grasps the edge 

Seems tottering o'er the deep abyss. 
Oft had the chieftain found this place 
A refuge from the whiteman's chase, 
But the last warrior of his tribe 
Had fallen before the proffer'd bribe; 
Tempted with gold, he had sworn to clear 
The hunter's way to the slumbering deer. 

Midst an oak's roots is a cavity, 

Shelving down like a fox's den; 
Standing beside the old gnarled tree, 

'Tis hidden from the closest ken. 
For long thick fem-leaves there are hung. 
All emerald veil o'er the entrance flung. 
But the slant pit once pass'd, expand 

A cavern's walls, that winding in, 
Seem wrought out by a Titan's hand. 

The ledge's rocky heart to win. 
On the da& passage leads, till high 
Glimmen a taint glimpse of tlie sky 
As through a cleft; the cavern ends; 
But up a rough, wild stair ascends 
Scoop'd in the granite; till the tread 
To the rock's towering height is led. 

Midnight came with wind and cloud ; 

Now dark, now briorht. 

The moon's rich light, 
Fitfully glanced through the tatter'd shroud. 

Through the gate of the palisade, 
Haifa score of the settlers went, 
Just as the summer night begun; 
(Half a score for the taking of one.) 
Aim'd with rifle and with blade, 

And swift their course to the mountain 
bent. 




By the haunt of the wolf— near the rattle- 

.<make's den; 
Fierce eyeballs glar'd at them from tree and 

from nook. 
The tempest in rage the dark wilderness 

shooK. 
Still, led by the guilty one, onward they 

wend, 
To the lair of the guilty one's sachem and 

friend. 

Now they are at the old oak tree 
Whose wreath'd roots hide the cavity. 
Down the little shelving hollow 

Quick the hideous traitor slides; 
One by one the settlers follow ; 
Slow along the cavern sides 
Grope they onward, tUl the stair 
Leads them to the upper air. 

In a thicket's twining breast, 



Lies Moranoah whelm'd in sleep; 
Chieftain wake thee from thy rest ! 

Foemen close around thee creep! 
Closer, closer — wake, oh wake! 

Then, swift bounding from thy lair. 
Who thy foot could overtake, 

Dashing down the rocky stair? 
Or baf9ed, known to none but thee, 

Here, clinging to the dangling gmpe. 
There, to the slanlins^ cedar tree, 

Down the steep ledge there is escape. 
Motionless, hapless Aforannah lies. 

Closer and closer the foemen creep; 
One more moment, they ^rasp their prize, 
Ha ! a twig breaks ! with startled leap 
Up starts Morannah — ^in sudden sheen 
Bursts the freed moonlight upon the scene. 
It shov« the croucliing foe, and near. 
Drawn back as if in mortal fear» 
An Indian — ^what, his warrior there 
With trembling limbs and bristling hair! 
Quick flash'd the truth. His hatchet gleam'd. 

Dead fell the traitor at his feet, 
No more the fitful moonlight beam'd, 

Away — away, his course is fleet. 
A shot rings snaqil v on the night. 
He staggers in his headlong flight; 
Another brines him to his knee. 
He rises, clinging to a bough. 
And firmly braced against a tree, 

He wkUs the foemen's coming now. 
With his keen hatchet and his knife 

Clutch 'd tightly in his outstretch 'd hands, 
Ready to brave the unequal strife. 
The bleeding forest warrior stands. 

As springs the panther from his lair. 
His eyelwlls flashing flames to dare. 

Destruction's toils around him flung, 
Wi.th one wild whoop, one sweeping blow. 
Amidst the back recoiling foe 

Morannah fiercely sprung. 
And shrieking high his battle yell, 
He bleeding fou^t and fighting fell. 

Still the low sunshine sweetly play'd 
Upon the circling palisade; 
It bath'd with gold the knoll of green. 
It stream 'd the villa||[e huts between; 
The block house on its western face 
From pointed roof to stony base, 
Was flooded with the radiance bright; 
The loopholes glow'd, like eves, with light, 
WhUst lean'd the ladder in the glare. 
Each round drawn sharply on the air. 

Feebler waxed Morannah's breath, 
Keener was his pain ; 

Phantoms bom of coming death 
Floated through his brain ; 

Till the flitting visions grew 

Living to his mental view. 
The batUe on the mountain's crest, 

Where, by a thousand foes hemm'd round, 
Striving to shield him with their breast 

A bloody grave his wairiors found — 
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His woundi, captWitj, and flii|;iit, 

With bis last tribesman by bis side, 
And then the scene oTjesternight! 

Oh! on that mountain had he died ! 
Then had no close walls chok'd his breath, 
Hasteninr the wing^ of hovering death; 
His ear the taunt had never met, 
The jest— the sneer— the epithet. 
From those that shook in deadliest fear 

When night closed round its solemn 
shade, 
Lest, e'er the day dawn, they should heat 

His war-whoop round their palisade. 
The sun now touch 'd tiie horizon's rim. 
The slanting pickets faded dim, 
The block house rear'd its putted form; 
Its roof yet tipp*d with radiance wami, 
But spots of black the loops displayed, 
The ladder glimmer'd in the shade; 
The roof tum'd dark— but still the throng 
Rejoiced in laughter and in song ; 
And not till night claim'd earth and air. 
Was the green block house hillock bare. 

As the first star gemm'd twilight's gloom, 



The hamlet's whtte-hair'd patriaich 
Entered with torch, the captive's room; 

He heard a rattle in the dark. 
Perchance he came to taunt the chief. 

For the old man was fierce in ire; 
Perchance he came to yield relief. 

For age allays the spirit's fire. 
He lieard that rattle; high his torch hm 

rear'd: 
Tliere lay Morannah— there the chieftain 

fcar'd— 
Limbs fluttering faintly, while from out his 

throat 
Came that death rattle — ^life's expiring note. 
But as the light upon his brow was flung. 
Up from his couch the dying sachem sprani^. 
Up from his couch, and with one warrior 

look, 
In his clench'd gmsp his knife he feebly 

shook. 
From his weak tongue one faltering war- 
whoop pass'd, 
Then down the chieftain sank— death, deatk 

had come at last. 
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